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CHAPTER I 

•s 4 

The Mistress of Littlegrecn House 

Miss Arundell died on May ist. Though her illncs 
was short her death did not occasion much • surprise ii 
the little country town of Market Basing, where she hac 
lived since she was a girl of sixteen. For Emily Arundel 
was well over seventy, the last of a family of five,, and sh( 
had been lmo^vn to be in delicate health for many yean 
and had indeed nearly died of a similar attack to ^e one 
that killed her some eighteen montlis before. 

But though Miss Arundell’s death surprised no one, 
something else did. The provisions of her will gave rise 
to varying emotions, astonisliment, pleasurable excite- 
ment, deep condemnation, fury, despair, anger and 
general gossip. For weeks and even months Market Basing 
was to talk of nothing else! Every one had their own 
contribution to make to the subject, from Mr, Jones the 
grocer who held tliat "blood v'as thicker than water” to 
Mrs. Lamphrey at the post office who repeated ad nauseam 
that "there’s somctliing behind it, depend upon itl You 
mark my words.” 

What added zest to the speculations on the subject 
was the fact that the Mil had been made’ as lately as April 
2ist. . Add to tills the further fact that Emily Arundeli’s 
near relations had been staying with her just before thzt 
date over Easter Bank Holiday and it will be rezitzsd 
that the most scandalous theories could be propounded, 
pleasurably relieving the monotony of evexydar life h 
Market .Basing. 

There tos cue person who was shrewdly snrrecnc 
knowing more aheu: the —utter she was wISp •' 

dell’s compninn hiss Laws;rn. howewr: 

too, she derhred keen cnmhfmr'^ yhsr ^ 
was read cm. 


A lot of people, of course, did not believe this. _ Never- 
theless, whether Miss I^wson was or was not as ignorant 
as she dechred Iwrs If to be, only one person really knew 
the true facts. That person was the dead woman her- 
self. Emilv Arundcll had kept her owm counsel as she was 
in the habit of doing. Even to her law 7 er she had said 
nothing of the motives underlying her action. She was 
content with making her wishes clear. 

In that reticence could be found the keynote of Emily 
Arundell’s chamctcr. She was, in every respect, a typical 
product of her generation. She had both its virtues and 
irs vicc.s. She vas autocratic and often overbearing, but 
she was also intensely warm-hearted. Her tongue was 
sharp but her actions were kind. She was outtvardly senti- 
mental but inwardly shrewd. She had a succession of 
companions whom she bullied unmercifully, but treated 
w'ith great generosity. She liad a great sense of family 
obligation. 


On the Friday before E.astcr Emily Anmdell was stand- 
ing in the hall of Littlegrcen House giving various direc- 
tions to Miss Lawson. 

Emily .\nindell liad been a handsome girl and she avas 
now a wcll-nrcscivcd, handsome old lady with a straight 
Ij.'ick and a brisk manner. A faint yllowness in her skin 
was a warning tliat she could not cat rich food with 
impunity, 

Mi«. .Anmdell was saying : "Now then, Minnie, where 
have Yovi put them all t" 

. I thouglu—I hope I’ve done right— Dr. .and Mrs. 

'ianuK. in the O.sk room and Theresa in the Blue room 
end ^ Mr. Charles in the Old Nursery'—" 

Mi'.a .Arundcll interrupted : 

“'Theresa can have tire Old Nursery and Charles tvill 
have' the- Blue room, 

'“Of.., ycs-I’m sorry— 1 thought the Old Nursery being 
nulu-r more inconvenient — ’’ ^ ^ 

“It wH! do Very nicely for Theresn." 

In Miss Anmdcll’s day, women took second place, 
were the important members of society. 


b 



"I'm so sorry the dear little children aren’t coming,” 
murmured Miss Lawson sentimentally. 

She loved children and vras quite incapable of managing 
them. 

“Four visitors win be quite enough,’’ said Miss Ai^- 
dell. "In any case, Bella spoils her children abomina- 
bly. They never dream of doing what they are told.” 

Minnie Lawson murmured ; 

"Mrs. Tanios is a very devoted mother.” 

Miss Arundell said with grave approval : 

"Bella is a good woman.” 

Miss Lawson sighed and said ; 

"It must be very hard for her sometimes — living in 
an outlandish place like Smyrna.” 

Emily Arundell replied : 

"She has made her bed and she must lie on it.” 

And having uttered this final Victorian pronounce- 
ment she went on : "I am going to the village now 
to speak about the orders for the week-end." 

"Oh, Miss Arundell, do let me. I mean — ” 

"Nonsense. I prefer to go myself. Rogers needs a 
sharp word. The trouble with you is, Minnie, that you’re 
not emphatic enough. Bob! Where A the dog?” 

A wire-haired terrier came tearing donn the stairs. He 
circled round and round his mistress, uttering short 
staccato barks of delight and expectation. 

Together mistress and dog passed out of the front 
door and dotm the short path to the gate. 

Miss Lawson stood in the doorway smiling rather 
foolishly after them, her mouth a little open. Behind 
'her a voice said tartly ; 

"Them pillowcases j^ou gave me, miss, isn’t a pair.” 

"Vv^hat? How stupid of me..." 

Minnie Lawson plunged once more into household 
routine. 

Emily Arundell, attended fay Bob, made a royal progress 
dowTi the main street of Market Basing. 

^ It was very much of a royal progress. In each shop she 
entered the proprietor always hurried forward to attend 
to her. 



She 5:^=3 M -s Arandell of LitiJegreen House. She ' . 
Ts-as ■ one oi our oldest customers." She tos "one of - 
the o J school. Not many about like her Ilo^^■adays." • : 

“G.-.u-njorn.Tig, Miss. WTiat can I have the pleasure'. . 
Oi coing for yoj — Xot tender? Well, I’m sorry to hear 
ttiat. I thought myself it was as nice a little saddle — 

\ cs, of course. Miss Arundell, If you say so, it is so — 
.'so, indeed, I wouldn’t think of sending Canterbury to ! 
ym. Miss .Arundell— Yes, I’ll see to it myself, Miss Arun- . , 

deli. 


Bob md Spot, the butcher’s dog, circled slowly round 
each other, hackles raised, growling gently. Spot ■R'as a ■ 
stout aog of nondescript breed. He knew that he -must 
not ught with customers’ dogs, but he permitted himself ■ 
to teii them, by subtle indication, just exactly what mince- 
meat he would make of them were he free to do so. 

Bob a dog of spirit, replied in kind. 

Tn^th« “Bobl" sharply and passed on. 

hn-iife ' gt-cengrocer s there was a meeting of heavenly 

Good-morning, Caroline.” 
v^ro;ine Pc*abody said : 

^ownr" 

a Greek.' And'^milv niece, had married 

is known as "all service iv^ '^ho were tvhat 

Greeks. P^^P^*^’ simply did not marry , 

peb a matter courd course, ' 

hocy said ; referred to openly) ISIiss Pea- ‘ 

new!'; set brains. Ami charming man- 

"His manners arc deiit»htf..i ”, 

o , ngreed Miss Arundell. 



Moving out into the street hliss Peabodj' asked : 

“What’s this about Theresa beinc: engaged to vouncr 
Donaldson ?“ ^ o . 

Miss Arundell shrugged her shoulders. 

"Young people are so casual nowadays. I’m afraid it 
will have to be a rather long engagement — ^that is, if 
anything comes of it. He has no money." 

"Of course Theresa has her own money,” said hliss 
Peabody. 

Miss Arundell said stiffly : 

"A man could not possibly wish to liv^e on his wife’s 
money.” 

Miss Peabody gave a rich, throaty chuckle. 

"They don’t seem to mind doing it, nowadays. You 
and I are out of date, Emily. What I can’t imderstand 
is what the child sees in him. Of all the namby-pamby 
young men!” 

“He’s a clever doctor, I believe." 

“Those pince-nez — and that stiff way of talking! In 
my young, days we’d have called him a poor stick!” 

There was a pause while Miss Peabody’s memoiw', 
diving into the past, conjured up visions of dashing, 
bewhiskered young men... 

She said with a sigh : 

"Send that young dog Charles along to see me — if 
he’ll come.” 

"Of course, I’U tell him." 

The two ladies parted. 

' They had known each other for considerably over 
fifty years. IVIiss Peabody knew of certain regrettable 
lapses in the life of General Arundell, Emily’s father. 
She Imew just precisely what a shock Thomas Arundell s 
marriage had been to his sisters. She had a very shrewd 
idea of certain troubles connected witli the younger gene- 
ration. 

But no v;ord had ever passed between the two ladies 
on any of these subjects. They were both upholders of 
family dignity, family solidarity, and complete reticence 
on family matters. . . ,, 

Miss Arundell walked home, Bob trotting^ se att y 


at her heels. To herself, Emily Anmdell admitted what 
she would never have admitted to another human being, 
her dissatisfaction with the younger generation of her 

Theresa, for instance. She had no control over Theresa 
since the latter had come into her own money at tlie 
age of twenty-one. Since then the girl had acliieved a 
certain notoriety. Her picture was often iii the papers. 
She belonged to a young, bright, go-ahead setin London-~a 
set that had freak parties and occasionally, ended up in 
the police courts. It wtis not the kind of notoriety that 
Emily Arundell approved of for an Arundell. In fact, she 
disapproved very much of Theresa’s way of living. As 
regards the girl’s engagement, her feelings were slightly , 
confused. On the one hand she did not consider an up- 
start Dr. Donaldson good enough for an Arundell. On 
the other she was uneasily conscious that Theresa wvis 
a most unsuitable wife for a quiet country doctor. 

With a sigh her thoughts passed on to Bella. There, 
was no fault to find with Bella. She w'as a good woman — a 
devoted wife and mother, quite e.xemplary in behaviour^ — 
and extremely dulll But even Bella could not be re-, 
garded with complete approval. For Bella had married a 
foreigner — and not only a foreigner — but a Greek. In 
Miss ArundcH’s prejudiced mind a Greek was almost 
as bad as an iWgentinc or a Turk. The fact Aat 
Dr. Tanios had a ciiarming manner and was said to be 
c.vtrcmely able in his profession only prejudiced the old 
lady slightly more against him. She distrusted chamt 
and c.asy compliments. For this reason, too, she found it 
difdcult to be fond of the two children. Tlicy had both 
taken after their father in looks— there was really nothing 
English about them. 

And then Civarlcs... 

Yc.s, Charles... 

It w:is no use blinding one’s eves to facts. Charles, 
ch-arming though he was, w.as not to be trusted.... 

Emily Arundell sighed. She felt suddenly tired, old 
ciaprespcd.... ’ 

Sue supposed that she couldn’t last much longer.... 



Her mind reverted to the' will she had made some 
years ago. 

Legacies to the servants — to charities — and the main 
bulk of her considerable fortune to be divided equally 
between these, her three surviving relations.... 

It still seemed to her that she had done the right and 
equitable thing. It just crossed her mind to wonder 
whether there might not be some way of securing Bella’s 
share of the money so that her husband could not touch 
it.... She m\)St ask Mr. Purvis, 

She turned in at the gate of Littlegreen House. 

Charles and Theresa Arundell arrived by car — ^the 
Tanioses by train. 

The brother and sister arrived first. Charles, tall 
and good-looking 'with his slightly mocking manner, 
said : ■ 

“Hallo, Aunt Emily, how’s the girl? You look fine.” 
And he kissed her. 

• Theresa put an indifferent young cheek against her 
withered one. 

"How are you, Aunt Erhily?” 

Theresa, her aunt thought, was looking far from well. 
Her face, beneath its plentiful make-up, n-as slightly 
haggard and there were lines round her eyes. 

They had tea in the drawing-room. Bella Tanios, 
her hair inclined to straggle in wisps from below the 
fashionable hat that she wore at the wrong angle, stared 
at her cousin Theresa with a pathetic eagerness to assi- 
milate and memorize her clothes. It was poor Bella’s 
fate in life to be passionately fond of clothes without 
having any clothes sense. Theresa’s clothes were expen- 
sive, slightly bizarre, and she herself had an exquisite 
figure. 

Bella, when she arrived in England from Smyrna, had 
tried earnestly to copy Theresa’s elegance at an inferior 
price and cut. 

Dr. Tanios, who was a big, bearded, joljT'Iooki3«5- 
man, was talking to Miss Arundell. His voice r^as 
and full— an attractive voice that charmed a listener 



almost against his or her will. Almost in spite of herself, 
it charrrifd Miss Axundell. _ , 

rvlis.> Lawson was fidgeting a good deal. She jumped- 
up and down, handing plates, fussing over the tea table. 
Charles, whose manners were excellent, rose more than 
once to help her, but she expressed no gratitude. 

When, after tea, the party went out to make a tour of 
the garden Charles murmured to his sister : 

"Lawson doesn’t like me. Odd, isn’t it?” 

Theresa said mockingly : 

"Very odd. So there is one person who can withstand, 
your fatal fascination?” 

Charles grinned — an engaging grin — and said ; ■ 
"Lucky it’s only Lawson...." 

In the garden Miss Lawson walked with Mrs. Tanios and 
asked her questions about the children. Bella Tanios’ 
rather drab face lighted up. She forgot to watch Theresa. 
She talked eagerly and animatedly. Mary had said such 
u qiiaint thing on the boat.... 

She found .Mirmie Lawson a most sympathetic listener. 
Presently a fair-haired yoimg man w’ith a solemn 
face and pince-nez was shown into the garden from the 
house. He looked rather embarrassed. Miss Arundell 
greeted him politely. 

Theres.1 s.iid ; 

"ILllo, Rex!” 

through his. 'They wandered 


Charles made a face. He slipped away to Irave a wo: 
with the fprdener, an ally of his from old days. 

WhOT Miss Arundell rc-entcred the house Chari 

stood at the top 
mouth, his tail gently waggin 
n u Charles. 

-mil l'=’«nchcs, nosed his ball slow 

over ^ Ac edge. As he finally bunted 

burned UrT excitement. The b; 

tS h ® «airs. Charles caught it ai 

■ni; mom 



“Regular game of his, this,” said Charles, 

Emily Anmdell smiled, 

"He’ll go on for hours,” she said. 

She turned into the dravnng-room and Charles 
followed her. Bob gave a disappointed bark. 

Glancing through the' v,'indow, Charles said : 

"Look at Theresa and her young man. They are 
an odd couple!" 

"You think Theresa is really serious over this?” 

"Oh, she’s crazy about him!" said Charles nith 
confidence. "Odd taste, but there it is. I think it must 
be the way he looks at her, as though she were a scientific 
specimen ^nd not a live woman. That’s rather a novelty 
for Theresa. Pity the fellow’s .so poor. Theresa’s got 
expensive tastes." 

Miss Arundell said drily : 

"I’ve no doubt she can change her way of living — if 
she wants to! And after all she has her own income.” 

"Eh? Oh, yes, yes, of course." 

Charles shot an almost guilty look at her. 

That evening, as the others were assembled in the 
drawing-room waiting to go in to dinner, there was a 
scurry and a burst of profanity on the stairs. Charles 
entered with his face rather red. 

' "Sorry, Aunt Emily, am I late? That dog of yours 
nearly made me take the most frightful toss. He’d left 
that ball of his on the top of the stairs.” 

“Careless little doggie," cried Miss Lawson, bending 
down to Bob. 

Bob looked at her contemptuously and turned his 
head away. 

"I know,” said Miss Arundell. "It’s most dangerous. 
Minnie, fetch the ball and put 'it away." 

Miss Lawson hurried out. 

Dr. Tanios monopolized the conversation at the dinner 
table most of the time. He told amusing stories of his 
■life in Smyrna. 

The party went to bed early. Miss Lawson, carrying 
wool, spectacles, a large velvet bag and a book, accom- 
panied her employer to her bedroom chattering happily. 


"Really most amiismg. Dr. Tanios. He is such good 
companv! Not that I should quite care for that kmd 
of life 'myself ... One would have to boil the water, 

I expect.... And goat’s milk, perhaps— such a disagreeable 
taste — " 

Miss Arundcll snapped : 

"Don’t be a fool, Minnie. You told Ellen to call me 

at half-past six , j » 

"Oh, yes, Miss Arundcll. I said no tea, but don t 
you think it might be wiser — ^You linow, the tdear at 
Southbridge — a most conscientious man, told me dis- 
tinctly that there was no obligation to come fasting — " 
Once more Miss Arundcll cut her short. 

“I’ve never yet taken anything before Early Service 
and I’m not going to begin now. You can do as you like." 
"Oh, no — didn’t mean — ^I’m sure — " 

Miss Latvson was flustered and upset. 

'"Take Bob’s collar off,” said Miss Artmdell. 

The slave hastened to obey. 

Still trying to please, she said : 

"Such a pleasant evening. Tliey all seem so pleased 
. to be here." 

"Hmph,” said Emily Arundcll. "All here for what 
they can get." 

"Oh, dear Miss Anindell — " 

"My good Minnie, I’m not a fool, whatever else I ami 
I just wonder which of them will open the subject first." 

She was not long left in doubt on that point. She 
ami Miss Lawson returned from attending Early Service 
just after nine. Dr. and Mrs. Tanios, were in tlie dining- 
room, but there were no signs of the two Arundclls. 

. After breakfast, when the others had left, Miss Arundcll 
.s.n on, entering up some accounts in a little book. 
Charles entered the room about ten. 

"Sorry I'm late, Aum Emily. But Theresa’s worse. 
She’s not unclosed an eyelid yet." 

"At half-past ten brcakf3,st will be cleared aavay," said 
Aliss Arundcll. "I b.now it is the fashion not to consider 
servants nowadays, but that is not the cise in my house." 
"Good. That’s the true diehard spirit I" 



Charles helped himself to kidneys and sat down beside 

His grin, as always, was very attractive. Emily Arun- 
dell soon found^herself smiling indulgently at him. Embol- 
dened by this^sign of favour, Charles plunged. 

“Look here, Aunt Emity, sorry to bother you, but Em 
in the devil of a hole. Can you possibly help me out: 
A hundred would do it.’* 

His aunt’s face Avas not encouraging. A certain grzm- 
ness showed itself in her expression. 

Emily Arundell was not afraid ^of speaking her mirL 
She spoke it. 

Miss Lavrson bustling across the hail almost colllztc. 
with Charles as he left the dining-room. She giantec 
at him curiously. She entered the dining-room tc ~z 
Miss- Arundell sitting very mpfrght with a Sushsd free. 


CHAPTER II 
Tlie Relations 


_ Charles ran lightly up the stairs and ts-r-: 
sister’s door. Her answering “Come in" r?— ^ 
and he entered. 

Theresa was sitting up in bed vaTmfns. 

Charles took a seat on the bed." 

“What a decorative female vou are. Tre- 
remarked appreciatively. 

Theresa said sharply ; “Whari^ the r— 

Charles grinned. “ ^ ' 

“Sharp, aren’t you? Well I ^ 

my girl! Thought I’d make 

"Well ?■’ 

Charles spread his hmds 
Nothing doing! Aunt Endlr 
proper. She intimated that ^ 

as to why her aff€Ctfo.na& ' 




her! And she also intimated that the said affectioMte 
family would be disappointed. Nothing bemg b^ded 
out but affection— and not so much of that." 

"You might have waited a bit," said Theresa dnly.: : 
Charles grinned again. 

"I \ms afraid you or Tanios might get in ahead of me. 
Fra sadly afr.aid, Theresa my sweet, that there’ll be nothing 
doing tins time. Old Emily is by no means a fool. 

"I never tliought she was." 

"I even tried to put the tvind up her.” 

"\Vliat d’you mean?” asked his sister sharply. 

"Told licr she was going about it the right way to get 
bumped off. After all, she can’t take the dibs to heaven 
with her. Why not loosen up a bit?” 

"Charles, you are a fool!” , . 

"No, Fm not. Fm a bit of a psychologist in my way. 
It’s never a bit of good sucking up to the old girl. She 
much prefers you to stand up to her. And after all, I 
was only talking sense. We get the money when • she 
dies — she might just as well part w’ith a little beforehand ! 
Otherwise the temptation to help her out of the way 
might become overwhelming.” 

“Did she sec your point?” asked Theresa, her deli- 
cate mouth curling up scornfully. 

"Fm not sure. She didn’t admit it. Just thanked 
me rather nastily for my advice and said she was perfectly 
capable of taking care of herself. ‘Well,’ I said, ‘I’ve 
warned you.’_ ‘I’ll remember it,’ she said.” 

Theresa said angrily : 

"Really, Cliarlcs, you are an utter fool." 

"Damn it ail, Theresa, I was a bit ratty myselfl The 
old girl’s rolling— simply rolling. I bet she doesn’t 
spend a tenth part of her income— what has she got to 
spend it on, anyway? And here we are— young, able 
to enjoy life— and to spite us she’s capable of living to 
a hundred.... I want my fun now.... So do you...," 
Theresa nodded. 

She said in a low, breathless voice ; 

"They don’t understand — old people don’t... they 
can't ... They don’t know what it is to fiYel” 

x8 



Brother and sister were silent for some minutes. 

Charles got up. i. 

“Well, my lovej I wish you better success than i ve 

had. But I rather doubt it." 

Theresa said : , , • i rr t 

"I’m rather counting on Res to do the tnck. li i can 

make old Emily realize how brilliant he is, and how it 
matters terrificsdly that he should have his chance and not 
have to sink into a rut as a general practitioner... Oh, 
Charles, a few thousands of capital just at this minute 
would make all the diSerence in the world to our 
lives!” 

“Hope you get it, but I don’t think you will. You’ve 
got through a bit too much capital in riotous living in 
your time. I say, Theresa, you don’t think the dreary 
Bella or the dubious Tsnios wiS get anything, do you r" 

luld ’oe any good to Bella, 
rag bag and her tastes are 


“I don’t see that money w.ould ’oe any good to Bella, 
She goes about looking like 
purely domestic." 

"Oh, well,” said Cnnries vagneij. “i emoect she wants 
tilings for those unprer-os3.e5sk:g i 


i — z 

and plates for their front t; 
anyway it isn’t Bella— it’s Tanits. I 


of hers, scnools, 
And 


ngnt 



fpr money all 

toow he’s got through mcst of 
it and lost it all.” 

"Do you think he n net so 

"He won’t if I can B£ 

He left the rccm'" 
iras in the hall. He 
Dogs liked Charhs. 

He ran towards 
back at Charles. 

“What’s the mt 
Bob hurried fri 
cxpectantlv tv 
Cliarles 


vr a fdi 


rrstc iess.ons. 
bet frrx got a nose 
ek for that- You 


trmr out or cii 




tfrs. Bob 


cocr and iooked 






"Want something that’s in here?” 

Charles pulled open the top drawer. His eyebro%ys, 
rose. “Dear, dear," he said. 

At one side of the drawer was a little pile of treasury 

"^Charles picked up the bundle and counted them. With 
a grin he removed three one-pound notes, tv/o ten-sliilling 
ones and put them in his pocket. He replaced the re^ 
of the notes carefully in the drawer where he had found 
them. 

"That was a good idea, Bob,” he said. ‘Your uncle 
Charles will be able at any rate to cover c.xpenses., A 
little ready cash always comes in handy.” 

Bob uttered a faint reproachful bark as Charles shut 
the drawer. 

“Sorry, old man,” Charles apologized. He opened 
the next drawer. Bob’s ball was in the comer of it. He 
took it out. 

"Here you are. Enjoy yourself with it.” 

Bob caught the ball, trotted out of the room and pre- 
sen.tly bump, bump, bump, \vas heard down the stairs. 

Charles strolled out into the garden. It was a fine 
sunny morning with a scent of lilac. 

Miss Arundcll had Dr. Tanios by her side. He was 
speaking of the advantage of an English education— a 
good education — for children and how deeply he regretted 
that he could not afford such luxury for his own children. 

Charles smiled with satisfied malice.. He joined in 
the conversation in a light-hearted manner, turning if 
adroitly into entirely different channels. 

Emily .Arundcll smiled at him quite amiably. He 
even fancied that she was amused by his tactics and was 
subtly encouraging them. 

Charles’s spirits rose. Perhaps, after all, before he 
left— 

Charles was an incurable optimist. 

Dr. Donaldson called for Theresa in his car that after- 
noon and drove her to W'orthem Abbey, one of the local 
beauty spots. They wandered away from the Abbey 
< itself into tlic woods. 



There Rex Donaldson told Theresa at length about' 
his theories and some of his recent experiments. She 
understood very little, but listened in a spellbound manner, 
thinking to herself ; 

"Hov/ clever Rex is — and how absolutely adorable!” 

Her fiance paused once and' said rather doubtfully ; 

"I’m afraid this is dull stuff for you, Theresa,” 

“Darling, it’s too thrilling,” said Theresa firmly. “Go 
on. You take some of the blood of the infected rabbit — ” 

Dr. Donaldson went on. 

Presently Theresa said v/ith a sigh : 

“Your work means a terrible lot to you, my sweet.” 

“Naturally,” said Dr, Donaldson. 

It did not seem at all natural to Theresa. Very few 
of her friends did any work at all, and if they did they 
made extremely heavy weather about it. 

She thought, as she had thought once or twice before, 
how singularly unsuitable it was that she should have 
fallen in love with Rex Donaldson. Why did these 
things, these ludicrous and amazing madnesses, happen 
to one? A profitless question. This had happened 
to her. 

She frowned, wondering at herself. Her crowd had 
been so gay — so cynical, Lx>ve affairs were necessary 
to life of course, but why take them seriously? One 
loved and passed on. 

But this feeling of hers for Rex Donaldson was diffe- 
rent; it went deeper. She felt instinctively that here 
there would be no passing on.... Her need of him was 
simple and profound. Everything about him fascinated 
her. IBs calmness and detachment so different from 
her own hectic, grasping life, the clear, logical coldness 
of his scientific mind, and something else, imperfectly 
under:^od, a secret force in the man masked by his un- 
assuming slightly pedantic manner, but which she never- 
theless felt and sensed instinctively. 

In Rex Donaldson there was genius — and the fact 
that his profession was the main preoccupation of' his 
life and that she was only a part—though a necessary 
part— of existence to him only heightened his attraction 


for her. She found herself for the first time in her se^- 
ish pleasure-loving life content to take second place. The 
prospect fescinated her. For Rex she would do any- 
thing— ai.ything ! _ _ ^ ‘j - 

"What a damned nuisance money is," she said petu- 
lantly. "If only Aunt Emily were to die we could get 
married at once, and you could come to London and have 
a laboratory full of test tubes and giunea pigs, and never 
bother any more about children with mumps and old 
ladies with livers.” 

Donaldson said : 

"There’s no reason why your aunt shouldn’t . live for 
many years to come — if she’s careful.” 

Theresa said despondently : 

"I Icnow that.,.." 

In the big double-bedded room with the old-fashioned 
oak furniture. Dr. Tanios said to his wife : 

"I think that I have prepared the ground sufficiently. 
It is now your turn, my dear.” 

He tvas pouring tvater from the old-fashioned copper 
can into the rose-patterned china basin. 

Bella Tanios sat in front of the dressing-table wonder- 
ing why, when she combed her hair as Theresa did, 
it should not look like Theresa’s! 

There was a moment before she replied. Then she 
said : ‘ 

"I don’t think I want — to ask Aunt Emily for money.” 

"It’s not for yourself, Bella; it’s for the sake of the chil- 
dren. Our investments have been so unlucky." 

His back was turned; he did not see the swift glance 
she gave_ him — ^a furtive, shrinking glance. 

She said with mild obstinacy ; 

"All the same, I think I’d rather not,... Aunt Emily 
is rather difficult. She can be generous, but she doesn’t 
like being asked.” 

Drying his hands, Tanios came across from the wash- 
-stand. 

Really, Bella, it isn’t like you to be so obstinate. 
After all, what h.ave we come down here for ?” 

She murmured : 
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"I didn’t — never meant — wasn’t to ask for money.../' 

"Yet you agreed that the only hope if we are to educate 
the children properly is for your aimt to come to the 
rescue.” 

Bella Tanios did not answer. She moved xmeasily. 

But her face bore the mild, mulish look that many 
clever husbands of stupid wives know to their cost. 

She said ; 

"Perhaps Aunt Emily herself may suggest — ” 

"It is possible, but I’ve seen no signs of it so far.” 

Bella said : 

"If we could have brought the children with us. Aunt 
Emily couldn’t have helped loving Mary. And Edward 
is so intelligenL” 

Tanios said drily : 

"I don’t think your aimt is a great child-lover. It is 
probably just as well the children aren’t here.” 

"Oh, Jacob, but — " 

"Yes, yes, my dear. I know your feelings. But these 
desiccated English spinsters — ^bah, they are not human. 
We want to do the best we can, do we not, for our Mary 
and our Edward ? To help us a little would involve no 
hardship to Miss Arundell.” 

Mrs. Tanios turned; there was a flush in her cheeks. 

"Oh, please, please, Jacob, not this time. I’m sure it 
would be tuiwise. I would so very very much rather 
not,” 

Tanios stood close behind her, his arm encircling her 
shoulders. She trembled a little and then was still — 
almost rigid. 

He said — and his voice was still pleasant : 

“All the same, Bella, I think — I think you will do what 
I ask.... You usually do, you know — in the end,... Yes, 
I tliink you will do what I say....” 



CHATTER m 
The Accident 


It was Tuesday afternoon- The side door to the gar- 
den was open. Miss Arundell stood on the threshold 
and threw Bob’s ball the length of tlie garden path. The 
terrier rushed after it. 

"Just one more, Bob,” said Emily Arundell. "A good 
one.” 

Once again the ball sped along the ground, with Bob 
racing at full speed in pursuit; 

Miss Arundell stooped down, picked up the ball from . 
where Bob laid it at her feet and w'ent into the house, 
Bob following her closely. She shut the side door, went 
into the drawing-room. Bob still at her heels, and put 
the ball away in the drawer. 

She glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece. It was 
half-past sis. * 

"A little rc.st before dinner, I think. Bob.” 

She ascended the stairs to her bedroom. Bob accom- 
panied her. Lying on the big chintz-covered couch 
witli Bob at her feet. Miss Arundell sighed. She wns 
glad that it was Tuesday and that her guests would be 
going to-morTO^Y. It w'as not that this week-end had 
disclosed anything to her that she had not known before. 
It was more the fact that it had not permitted her to 
forget her o^vn Itnowledgc. 

She said to herself ; 

'Tm getting old, I suppose...." And then, with a little 
.shock of surprise : "I am old...." 

She lay with her eyes closed for half an hour, then the 
elderly hoiisc-parlour-maid, Ellen, brought hot water 
and she rose and prepared for dinner. 

Dr. Donaldson was to dine with them that night. 
Emily Arundell wished to have an opportunity of studying 
him at dose quarters. It still seemed to her a little in- 
credible that the exotic Theresa should want to marry this 
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rather stiff and pedantic j^oung man. It also seemed 
little odd that this stiff and pedantic young man should, 

want to marry Theresa. , , , , , 

She did not feel as tire evening progressed that she was 
getting to Imow Dr. Donaldson any- better. He was 
very polite, very formal and, to her mind, intensely boring. 
In her own mind she agreed ndth Miss Peabody’s judg- 
ment. The thought flashed across her brain, "Better 
stuff in our young days.” 

Dr. Donaldson did not stay late. He rose to go at 
ten o’clock. After he had taken his departure Emily 
Arundell herself announced that she w'as going to bed. 
She went upstairs and her young relations went up also. 
They all seemed somewhat subdued to-night.. Miss Law- 
son remained dorvnstairs performing her final duties, 
letting Bob out for his run, poking down the fire, putting 
the guard up and rolling back the hearthrug in case of 
fire. 

She arrived rather breathless in her employer’s room 
about five minutes later. 

“I think I’ve got everj^hing,” she said, putting down 
wool, work bag, and a library book. "I do hope the book 
' will be all right. She hadn’t got any of the ones on your 
list, but she said she was sure you’d like this one.” 

"That girl’s a fool,” said Ernily Arundell. “Her taste 
in books is the worst I’ve ever come across.” 


“Oh, dear. Pm so sorry. Perhaps I ought — " 

"Nonsense, it’s not your fault,” Emily Arundell added 
kindly. “I hope you enjoyed yourself this afternoon.” 

Miss Lawson’s face lighted up. She looked eager 
and almost youthful. 

"Oh, yes, thank you very much. So kind of you to 
spare me. I had the most interesting time. We had 
the planchette and really— it wrote the most mterestino 
things. There were several messages.... Of course 
Its not quite the same thing as the sittings..,. 
tnpp has been having a lot of success with the automa- 

messages from Those who h?ve 
Passed Over. It-it reaUy makes one feel so grateM- 
that such things should be permitted...” 



Miss Arundeil said %vith a slight smile : 

"Better not let the vicar hear you.” 

"Oh, but indeed, dear Miss Arundeil, I am convinced— 
quite convinced — there can be nothing wrong about it. 

I only wish dear Mr. Lonsdale would examine the subject. 
It seems to me so narrow-minded to condemn a thing 
that you have not even investigated. Both Julia and Isabel 
Tripp arc such truly spiritual women." 

“Almost too spiritual to be alive,” said Miss Arundeil. 

She did not care much for Julia and Isabel Tripp. 
She thought their clothes ridiculous, their vegetarian 
and uncooked fruit meals absurd, and their maimer affec- 
ted. They were women of no traditions, no roots — ^in 
fact — no breeding! But she got a certain amount of 
amusement out of their earnestness and she was at bottom - 
kind-hearted enough not to grudge the pleasure that, 
their friendship obviously gave to poor Minnie. 

Poor Minnie ! Emily Arundeil looked at her com- 
panion with mingled affection and contempt. She had 
had so many of tliese foolish, middle-aged women to 
minister to her — ^all much the same, kind, fussy, subser- 
vient and almost entirely mindless. 

Really poor Minnie was looking quite c.vcited to-night. 
Her eyes were shining. She fussed about the room, 
vaguely touching things here and there without the least 
idea of what she vwis doing, her eyes all bright and 
shining. 

She stammered out rather nervously : 

"I — do wish you’d been there.... I feel, you know, 
that you’re not quite a believer yet. But to-night there 
\vas a message— for E. A., the initials came quite defi- 
nitely, It was from a man wdio had passed over many 
years ago— a very good-looking military man— Isabel 
saw him quite distincly. _ It must have been dear General 
Arundeil. Such a beautiful message, so full of love and 
' comfort, and how through patience all could be attained." 

"Those sentiments sound verj' unlike Papa," said Miss 
Arundeil. 

"Oh, but our Dear Ones change so — on the other side. 
Eveiything is love and understanding. And then the 
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for people who couldn’t bear a finger-ache, or a little 
toothache, or the tedium of a sleepless night. 

Often she would get up and wander noiselessly round 
the house, picking lip a book, fingering an ornament, 
rearranging a -vase of flowers, writing a letter or two. In 
those midnight hours she had a feeling of the equal live- 
liness of the house through which she ivandercd. They 
were not disagreeable, those nocturnal ivanderings. It 
was as though ghosts walked beside her, the ghosts of her 
sisters, Arabella, Matilda and Agnes, the ghost of her 
brother Thomas, the dear fellow, as he was before That 
Woman got ahold of .him I Even the ghost of General 
Charles Laverton Arundell, that domestic tjarant with 
the charming manners who shouted and bullied his 
daughters hut who nevertheless was an object of pride 
to them with his experiences in the Indian Mutiny and 
his knowledge of the world. What if there were days 
when he was "not quite so well," as his daughters put 
it evasively ? 

Her mind reverting to her niece’s fiance, Miss Arundell 
thought, "I don’t suppose he'll ever take to drink! Calls 
himself a man and drank barley toater this evening ! Bar- 
ley water! And I opened Papa’s special port.” 

Charles had done justice to the port all right. Oh! 
if only Charles were to be trusted. If only one didn’t 
know that with him — 

Her thoughts broke off.... Her mind ranged over the 
events of the week-end.... 

Everything seemed %'agucly disquieting.... 

She tried to put worrying thoughts out of her 
mind. It was no good. 

She raised herself on her elbow, and by the light of 
the night-light that always burned in a little saucer she 
looked at the time. 

One o’clock and she had never felt less like sleep. 

She got out of bed and put on her slippers and her 
warm dressing-gown. She would go doivnstairs and 
just check over the weekly books ready for the paying 
of them the following morning. 

Like a shadow she slipped from her room and along 
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the corridor, vdiere one smxj -V-^' 

to bum all night. _ , , 

She came to the head of the sra::^. scrtta::ea ^ 

hand to tlie baluster rail and men. 

stumbled, tried to recover her balanee, fhied er 

headlong do\Mi the stairs. 

The sound of her fail, the cry sne ga.'.'e. s~r 
.sleeping house to wokeMness. Dec-rs epenea 
flashed on. 

Miss Lawson popped out of her roc— ar the 
the staircase. 

Uttering little cries of distress, she 
the stairs. One by one the others ar 
yamiing, in a resplendent dressing-g 
wrapped in dark silk. Bella in a nay 
her hair bristling with combs, to “set the 
Dazed and confused, Emily Arundell L_ _ 
heap. Her shoulder hurt her, and her ankle- 
body n-as a confused mass of pain. She ” 
of people standing over her, of that fool hlrn 
cr)’ing and making ineffectual gestures vrnh 
of Theresa with a startled look in her dark e 
standing with her mouth open looking 
voice of Charles saying from somewhere — ver 
so it seemed : 

“It’s that damned dog’s ball! He must h 
here and she tripped over it. Seer Here h 
And then she was conscious of authorhv, i 
others aside, kneeling beside her, touching 
hands that did not- fumble but kneze. 

_ A feeling of relief swept over her. It w-r 
right now. 

Rt’ was saying in firm, reasstirins 

No, it’s all right. No bones broken... 

Shaken and bruised— and of course > 

V Shock. But she’s been very lucky that iris no 
ihen he had cleared the others on a Ikde ; 

4 carried her up to he: 

aed his head, sent Minnie (who was 'stili 
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being generally a nuisance) out of the room to fetch 
brandy and to lieat water for a hot bottle. 

Confused, .shaken, and racked with pain, she felt 
acutely grateful to Jacob Tanios in that moment. The 
relief of feeling oneself in capable hands. He gave you 
just that feeling of assurance — of confidence — ^that a 
doctor ought to give. 

There was something— something she couldn’t quite, 
get hold of— something vaguely disquieting — ^but she 
wouldn’t think of it now. She would drink this and go 
to sleep as they told her. 

But surely there ^vas something missing — some one. 

Oh, well, she wouldn’t think.... Her shoulder hurt 
her. She drank down what she was given. 

She heard Dr. Tanios say — and in what a comfortable 
assured voice : "She’ll be all right, now." 

She closed her eyes. 

She awoke to a soimd that she knew — ^a soft, muffled 
bark. 

She was wide awake in a minute. 

Bob — ^naughty Bob ! He was barking outside the front 
door — his ovm p.articular "out all night very ashamed 
of myself' bark, pitched in a subdued key but repeated 
hopefully. 

Miss Arundcll strained her cars. Ah, j'cs, that was 
all right. She could hear Minnie going dorvn to let him 
.in. She heard the creak of the opening front door, a 
confused low murmur — ^Minnie’s futile reproaches — 
''Oh,_ you naughty little doggie— a very naughty little 
Bobsie — " She heard the pantry door open. Bob’s bed 
%vas under the pantry table. 

And at tliat moment Emily realized what it was she 
had subconsciously missed at the moment of her accident. 
It was Bob! All that commotion — ^lier fall, people rim- 
ning — normally Bob would have responded by a cres- 
cendo of barking from inside the pantry. 

So that was what had been tvorrying her at the b.ick of 
her mmd. But it ^\•as explained now — Bob, when he 
liad been let out last night, had shamelessly and delibe- 
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CHAPTER IV 
Miss Arundell Writes a Letter 

It tvas Friday. 

Tise relations had left. 

They left on the .V/ednesday as originally planned. 
One and all, they had offered to stay on. One and 
all they Irad been steadfastly refused. _ Miss Arundell 
explained that she preferred to be "quite quiet.” 

During the two days that had elapsed since their depar- 
ture, Emily Anmdell had been alarmingly meditati're. 
Often she did not hear what Minnie Lawson said to her. 
She would stare at her and curtly order her to begin all 
over again. 

"It’s the shock, poor dear,” said ?Jiss Lawson. 

And she added with the kind of gloomy relish in disas- 
ter tvhicli brightens so many otherwise drab lives ; 

"I dare say she’ll never be quite herself again.” 

Dr. Grainger, on tire otlicr hand, rallied her heartily. 
He told her that she’d be downstairs again by the end 
of the tveek, that it was a po.s,tive disgrace she had no 
bones broken, and what kind of a patient was she for a 
struggling medical man. If all his patients were like 
her, he might as well take down his shingle straight 
away. 

Emily Arundell replied with spirit — she and old Dr. 
Grainger were allies of long standing. He bullied and 
she defied — ^they always got a good deal of pleasure out 
of oac'n other’s company ! 

But now, after the doctor had stumped away, the old 
l.-idy Ir.y with a frown on her face, tliinking— thinking- 
responding absent-mindedly to hlinnic Lawson’s well- 
meant fussing— and then suddenly coming back to con- 
sciousness and rending her witli' a vitriolic tongue. 

Poor little Bobsie, twittered Miss Lawson, bending 
over Bob, who liad a rug spread on the corner of his 
mistress’s bed. "M^uldn’t little Bobsie be unhappy 



if he knew wliat he’d done to his poor, poor Missus ?” 
' Miss Axundell snapped : 

"Don’t be idiotic, Minnie. And where’s your English 
sense of justice ? ' Don’t you know that every one in this 
country is accounted innocent until he or she is proved 
guilty ?" 

"Oh, but we do know — ” 

Emily snapped : 

“We don’t know anything at all. Do stop fidgeting, 
Minnie. Pulling this and pulling tliat. Haven’t you 
any idea how to behave in a sick-room ? Go away and 
send Ellen to me." 

Meekly Miss Lawson crept away. 

Emily Arundell looked after her with a slight feeling 
of self-reproach. Maddening as Minnie was, she did 
her best. 

Then the frown settled down again on her face. 

She ^vas desperately unhappy. She had all a vigor- 
ous strong-minded old lady’s dislike of inaction in any 
given situation. But in this particular situation she could 
not decide upon her line of action. 

There were moments when she distrusted her own 
faculties, her own memory of events. And. there was 
no one, absolutely no one, in whom she could con- 
fide. 


Half an hour later, when Miss Lawson tiptoed creak- 
ingly into the room, carrying a cup of beef-tea, and then 
paused irresolute at the view of her employer lying with 
closed eyes, Emily Arundell suddenly spoke two words 
tvith such force and decision that Miss Lawson nearly 
dropped the cup. 

^'Mary Fox,” said Miss Arundell. 

A box, dear ?” said Miss Lawson. "Did you say 
you wanted a box?" 

You’re getting deaf, Minnie. I didn’t say anything 
about a box. I said Mary Fox. The woman I met 
at Cheltcnliam last year. She was the sister of one of 
me Canons of Exeter Cathedral. Give . me tliat cup. 
You’ve spilt it into the saucer. And don’t tiptoe when 
you come into a room. You don’t know how irritating 


it is. Now- go downstairs and get me the London tele- 
phone book.” ■, V, 1. ’ 

“Can I find the number for you, dear? Ur the 

address?” 

“If I’d wanted you to do tliat I'd have told 3-00 so. Do 
what I tell you. Bring it here, and put my WTiting things 
by the bed.” 

Miss Lawson obeyed orders. 

As she was going out of the room after liavmg done 
evcr3-thing required of her, Emily Arundell said unex- 
pectedly : , 

"You’re a good, faithful creature, Mmnic. Don’t 
mind my bark. It’s a good deal worse than my bite. 
You’re very patient and good to me." 

Miss Law-son went out of the room witli her face pink 
and incoherent words burbling from her lips. 

Sitting up in bed, Miss Amndell wrote a letter. She 
wTote it slowly and carefully, wdth numerous pauses for 
thought and copious underlining. She crossed and re- 
crossed the page — for she had been brought up in a school 
that tTOs taught never to waste notepaper. Finall3’', 
with a sigh of .satisfaction, she signed her name and put it 
into an envelope. She WTotc a name upon the envelope. 
Then she took a fresh sheet of paper. This time she 
made a rough draft and after having re-read it and made 
certain alterations and erasures, she WTOte out a fair 
. cop)-. She read the \vhole thing through very carefulh', 
then satisfied that she had expressed her meaning she 
enclosed it in an envelope and addressed it to William 
Purvis, Esq.j hlessrs. Purvis, Punas, Charlesworth and' 
Purvis, Solicitors, Harchester. 

Slie took up tlie first envelope again, which was ad- 
dressed to M. Hcrculc Poirot, and opened the telephone 
directory-. Having found the address, she added it. 

A tap sounded at the door. 

Miss AnmdcII hastily thrust the letter she had just 
finished addressing-— tlie letter to Hcrculc Poirot— inside 
the flap of her %vriting-case. 

She had no intention of rousing h'linrvie’s curiosity 
Minnie was a great deal too inquisitive. 
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She called "Come in” and lay back on her pillows with 
a sigh of relief. 

She had taken steps to deal with the situation. 


CHAPTER V 

, Hcratlc Poirot Receives a Letter 

The events which I have just narrated tvere not, of 
,, course, known to me until a long time afterwards. But 
by questioning various members of the family in detail, 
I have, I think, set them down accurately enough. 

Poirot and I were only draw into the affair when 
we received Miss Arundell’s letter. 

I remember the day well. It was a hot, airless morn- 
ing tow'ards the end of June. 

Poirot had a particular routine when opening his morn- 
ing correspondence. He picked up each letter, scru- 
tinized it carefully and neatly slit the envelope open 
with his paper-cutter. Its contents were perused and 
then placed in one of four piles beyond the chocolate- 
pot. (Poirot always drank chocolate for breakfast — a 
revolting habit.) All tliis with a macliine-like regularity ! 

So much w'as this the case that the least interruption 
of the rhythm attracted one’s attention. 

I w'as sitting by the window^, looking out at the passing 
traffic. I had recently returned from the Argentine 
and there w’as something particularly exciting to me in 
being once more in the roar of London. 

Turning my head, I said with a smile : 

"Poirot, I — the humble Watson — am going to hazard 
a .deduction.” 

"Enchanted, my friend. \Miat is it?” 

I struck an attitude and said pompously : 

"You have received this morning 07 ie letter of parti- 
cular interest!” 

"You are indeed tlie Sherlock Holmes! Yes, you are 
perfectly right.” 



I laushed. ^ . -rr j 

"You see, I knoxc your methods, Poirot If you read 
a letter through twice it must mean that it is of special 

interest.” . 

"You shall judge for yourself, Hastings. • . 

With a smile my friend tendered me the letter m ques- 

I took it with no little interest, but immediately made 
a slight grimace. It nvus written in one of those old- 
fashioned spidery handwritings, and it was, moreover, 
crossed on wo pages. 

"Must I read this, Poirot r" I complained. 

“.Yh, no, there is no coihpulsion. Assuredly not.” 
"Can’t vou tell me what it says?” 

"I would prefer you to form your own judgement. 
But do not trouble if it bores you.” 

"No, no, I want to Icnow what it’s all about,” I pro- 
tested. 

My friend remarked drily ; 

"You can hardly do that. In effect, the letter says 
nothing at, all.” _ , . , 

. Taking this as an exaggeration, I plunged without 
more ado into the letter. 

ill. Hcrcuk Poirot. 

Dear Sir, 

After vnich doubt and indecision, I am serif in^ [the 
last word was crossed out and the letter w’ent on] / am 
emboldened to scritc to you in the hope that you may be able 
to armt me in a matter of a strictly pri-uate nature, [The 
words strictly private were underlined three times.] I 
may say that your name is not unhnosen to me. It seas 
mnilioned to me by a Miss Fox of Exeter, and although 
Miss Fox teas mi herself acquainted zvith yon, she jnention- 
rd that her brotlwr-in-lato's sister (tchosc name I cannot, 
I am sorry to say, recall) had spokai of your kindness and 
discreUon tn the highest terms [highest terms underlined 
once]. I did ml inquire, of course, as to the nature [nature 
underlined] of the inquiry you had conducted on her behalf, 
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hit I understood from Miss Fox that it rcas of a pain- 
ful and confidential nature [last four words underlined 
heavily]. 

I broke off my difficult task of spelling out the spidery' 
words. 

"Poirot,” I said. "Must I go on? Does she ever 
get to the point?” 

"Continue, my friend. Patience.” 

. ‘Tatience!” I grumbled. "It’s exactly as though a 
spider had got into an inkpot and' were walking over a 
sheet of notepaper ! I remember my great-aunt j\iary'’s 
writing used to be much the same!” 

Once more I plunged into the epistle. 

In my present dilemma, it ocairs to me that yon mipht 
undertake the necessary investigations on my behalf. The 
matter is such, as yon will readily understand, as calls for 
the utmost discretion and I may, in fact — and I need hardly 
say hozv sincerely I hope and pray [pray underlined twice] 
that this may be the case — I may, in fact, be completely 
mistaken. One is apt sometimes to attribute too much 
significance to facts capable of a natural explanation. 

"I haven’t left out a sheet?” I murmured in some 
perplexity, 

Poirot chuckled, 

"No, no.” 

"Because this doesn’t seem to make sense, Wliat is 
it she is talking about ?” 

"Continuez toujours." 

"The matter is such, as you xcill readily understand— 
No, I’d got past tlrat. Oh! here we are. In the circtim- 
stances as I am sure yon xcill be the first to appreciate, it is 
quite impossible for me to consult any one in Market Basing 
[I glanced back at the heading of the letter. Littlegrcen 
House, Market Basing, Berks], but at the same time you 
xcill naturally understand that / feel uneasy [uneasy under- 
lined]. During the last fexo days I have reproached 
xciih being unduly fanciful [fanciful underlined tliree tfx ■r?. 


hut have only felt iucreashigly perturhed. I may he attack- 
tng undue importance to zchat is, after all, a trifle \trifle 
undcrlmcd twice] but my uneasiness remains. I feel 
definitely that my mind must be set at rest on the matter 
It is actually preying on my mind and affecting my health' 
and naturally l ain in a difficult position as I can say nothing 
to any one [nothing to any one underlined witli heavy linesf 
Iri your msdom you may say, of course, that the zohole 
thing IS nothing but a marc's nest. The facts may be caoablc 
of a perfectly vinocait explanation [innocent u^nderli^d] 
Nevertheless Imaevcr trivial it may seem, ever sini tL 
incident of the dog's ball, I have felt increasingly doubtful 
and alarmed I should therefore welcome yonr vdZs Z 
counsel on the matter. It ivould I feel snrr tJl . 
sccight off my mind. Perhaps you mould kindly \fme 

SSinS' tS “mSl” f 7 ""”1 r 

IZrfe, TsliinirS^ "°Of 

to miy one [underlined], ^ ^ anything [underlined] 

to havo yooo cdoicc in iho ,„,u„ at on coriy 
"i remain, 

"Yours faithfully, 

'Emily Arimdcll." 

"\vliS”' “me impatience 

» woman, w,y can, ^^’’a.::!eTMiaa A™„- 

"MiaUthinfe. ftiaiWicollyaeletterofacpmcec.” 
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■ 'Yes," I said. "A real fussy old maid. Y'hy ain't 
she say what she’s talking about?” 

Poirot sighed. 

"As you say — a regrettable failure to employ order 
and method in the mental processes, and without order 
and method, Hastings — " 

“Quite so,” I interrupted hastily. "Little grey cells 
practically non-existent." 

"I would not say that, my friend." 

"I would! Wliat’s the smsc of writing a letter like 
that?” 

"Very little — that is true," Poirot admitted. 

"A long rigmarole all about nothing,” I went on. "Pro- 
bably some upset to her fat lapdog — an asthmatic pug of 
a yapping Pekingese!” I looked at my friend curiously. 
"And yet you read that letter through twice. I do not 
understand you, Poirot." 

Poirot smiled. 

"You, Hastings, you would have put it straight in the 
waste-paper basket ?” 

"I’m afraid I should." I froivncd down on the letter. 
”I suppose I’m being dense, as usual, but I can’t see 
anything of interest in tlus letter!” 

"Yet there is one point in it of great interest— a point 
that struck me at once." 

"Wait," I cried. "Don’t tell me. Let me sec if I 
can’t discover it for myself.” It was childish of me, 
perhaps. I examined the letter very thoroughly. Then 
I shook my head, 

"No, I don’t sec it. The old lady’s got the wind up, 
I realize that — but then, old ladies often do ! It may be 
about nothing — it may conceivably be about something, 
but I don’t sec that you can tell that that is so. Unless 
your instinct — ” 

Poirot raised an offended hand. 

"Instinct 1 You know' how' I dislike that word. 
thing seems to tell me’ — tliat is what 3'ou infer, .r-- ;" 
de la vie! Me, I reason. I employ the little grty -y 
There is one interesting point about that,. Ictf-'*' ' - 

3'ou have overlooked uttcrl3-, Hastings,” 



"Oh, well,” I said wearily, "I’ll buy it. 

“Buy it ? Buy what?” 

"An expression. Meaning that I will permit 5^ou to, 
enjoy yourself by telling me just where I have been a 

fool.” ■ „ * 

"Not a fool, Hastings, merely unobservant. •, . 

"Well, out with it. What’s the interesting point? 

I suppose, like, the ‘incident of the dog in the night-time,’ 
the point ir that there is no interesting point!” 

Poirot disregarded this sally on my part. He said: 
quietly and calmly : _ 

“The interesting point is the daie." 

"The date?” 

I picked up the letter. On the top left-hand comer 
was written "April 17th.” 

"Yes,” I said slowly. "That rs odd. April 17th.” 
“And we are to-day June 28th. C'cst airiet/x, n'est- 
ce pas? Over two months ago.” 

I shook my head doubtfully. 

"It probably doesn’t mean anything. A slip. She 
meant to put June and WTOte April instead.” 

"Even then it would be ten or eleven days old — an 
odd fact. But actually you are in error. Look at the 
colour of the ink. That letter was written more than 
ten or eleven days ago. No, April 17th. is the date 
assuredly. But why was the letter not sent?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

"That’s easy. The old pussy changed her mind.” 
"Then' why did she not destroy the letter? ^Vhy keep 
it over two months and post it now?” 

I had to admit that tliat was harder to answ'er. In 
fact, I couldn’t think of a really satisfactory answer. I 
merely shook my head and said nothing. 

Poirot nodded. 

"You see— it is a point I Yes, decidedly a curious 
point.” - 

He went over to his WTiting-table and took up a pen. 
"You are answering the letter?” I asked. 

‘‘Oui, man ami.” 

.The room was silent except for the scratching of 
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Poirot’s pen. It was a hot, airless morning. A smell 
of dust and tar came in through the window. 

Poirot rose from his desk, llie completed letter in lus 
hand. He opened a drawer and drew out a little square 
box. From tliis he took out a stamp. Moistening this 
with a little sponge, he prepared to affix it to the letter. 

Then suddenly he paused, stamp in hand, shaking 
Iiis head with vigour. 

"Non!” he exclaimed. "That is the wrong thing I 
do." He tore the letter across and threw it into the 
waste-paper basket. 

"Not so must we taclde this matter I We will go, 
my friend." 

“You mean to go down to Market Basing?” 

"Precisely. Whj'' not ? Docs not one stifle in London 
to-day ? Would not the country air .be agreeable ?” 

"Well, if you put it like that," I said. "Shall we go 
in the . car ?” 

I had acquired a second-hand Austin. 

"'Excellent. A very pleasant day for motoring. One 
will hardly need the muffler. A light overcoat, a silk 
scarf—" 

"My dear fellow, you’re not going to the North Pole 1” 
I protested. 

"One must be careful of catching the chill,” said 
Poirot sentcntiously. 

"On a day like this ?” 

Disregarding my protests, Poirot proceeded to don 
a fawn-coloured overcoat and wrap liis neck up with a 
white silk handkerchief. Having carefully placed the 
wetted stamp face do\vnw3rds on the blotting-paper to 
dry, wc left the room together. 
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CHAPTER Yl 
We Go to Littlegrem Home 

I don’t know what Poirot felt like in Kis coat and muffler, 
but I myself felt roasted before we got out of London. 
An open car in traffic is farfrom being a refresliing place 
on a bot summer’s day. 

Once we were outside London, however, and getting 
a bit of pace on the Great West Road my spirits /rose. 

Our drive took us about an hour and a half, and it was , 
close upon twelve o’clock when w'e came into the little, 
town of Market Basing. Originally on the. main road, 
a modem by-pass now left it some three miles to the 
north of the main stream of traffic and in consequence 
it had kept an' air of old-fashioned dignity and quietude 
about it. Its one wide street and ample market square 
seemed to sayj ‘‘I was a place of importance once and to 
any person of sense and breeding I am still the same. Let 
this modem speeding world dash along their new-fangled 
road ; I was built to endure in a day when solidarity and 
beauty went hand in hand.” 

There was a parking area in the middle of the big 
square, though there were only a few cars occupying 
it. I duly parked the Austin, Poirot divested himself of 
his superfluous garments, assured himself that his mou- 
staches were in their proper condition of symmetrifcal 
flamboyance, and we were then ready to proceed. 

For once in a way our first tentative inquiry did not 
meet with the usual response, "Sorry, but I’m a stranger 
in these parts." It would seem indeed probable that 
there. were no strangers in Market Basing! It had that 
effect. Already, I felt, Poirot and myself (and especially 
Poirot) were somewhat noticeable. We tended to stick 
out from the mellow background of an English market 
town secure in its traditions. 

"Littlegreen House?” The man, a burly, ox-eyed 
fellow, looked- us over thoughtfully. "You go straight 
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up the High Street and you can’t miss it. On your left. 
There’s no name on the gate, but it’s the first big house 
after the bank.” He repeated again, "You can’t miss it.” 

His eyes followed us as we started on our course. 

"Dear me,” I complained. "There is something 
about this place that makes me feel extremely conspi- 
cuous. As for you, Poirot, you look positively exotic.” 

"You think it is noticed that I am a foreigner — ^ycs ?” 

"The fact cries aloud to heaven,” I assured him. 

"And yet my clothes are made by an English tailor,” 
mused Poirot. 

"Clothes are not eveiylliing,” I said. "It cannot be 
denied, Poirot, that you have a noticeable personality. 
I have often wondered that it has not hindered you in 
your career.” 

Poirot sighed. 

"That is because you have the mistaken idea implanted 
in your head that a detective is necessarily a man who puts 
on a false beard and hides behind a pillar! The false 
beard, it is vietixjeti, and shadowing is only done by the 
lowest branch of my profession. The Hercule Poirots, 
my friend, need only to sit back in a chair and think." 

"Which explains why we are \valliing along this exceed- 
ingly hot street on an exceedingly hot morning.” 

"That is very neatly replied, Hastings. For once, I 
admit, you have made the score off me." 

We found Littlegreen House easily enough, but s 
shock awaited us — a house-agent’s board. 

As we were staring at it, a dog’s bark attracted my 
attention. The bushes were thin at that point and the 
dog could be easily seen. He was a vrire-haired terrier, 
somewhat shaggy as to coat. His feet -rrere piaated 
wide apart, slightly to one side, and he barked wirb an. 
obvious enjoyment of lu's own perfonnance that snc-:=nd 
him to be actuated by the most amiable motrres. 

"Good watchdog, aren’t I ?” he seemed to ire sayinn. 
“Don’t mind me! This is just mv fan: fir nnnr, 
too, of course. Just have to let ’em knmr tnem’s n den 
about the place 1 Deadly dull morning. Qmm n nlarrmf 
to have something to do. Comins inn? enr rirmr 



so. It’s dumed dull. I could do with a little; conversdr 


"Hallo, old man,” I said, and 
Craning his neck through the railings, he smffed susp 
ciously, 4n gently wagged Ws tail, uttcrmg a few short, 

staccato barks. , ^ , , ' - ^ ; 

“Not been properly introduced, of course, liave to keep 
this up! But I see you know the. proper advances to 


make.” . 

"Good old boy,” I said. 

"Wuff,” said the terrier amiably. ; 

"V»^ell, Poirot?” I said, desisting from this conversation 

and turning to my friend. . - .• 

There was an odd expression on ms face — one tnai. 
I could not quite fathom. A kind of deliberately sup- 
pressed excitement seems to describe it best. 

"The Incident of the Dog’s Ball,” he murmured. Well, . 

at least, we have here a dog." 

"Wuff,” observed our new friend. Then he sat down, • 
yarvned widely and looked at us hopefully. 

"What next?" I asked. 


The dog seemed to be asking the same question. ■ 
“Parbleti, to Messrs. — ^what is it — Messrs. Gabler 


and Stretcher.” 


/'That does seem indicated,” I agreed. ; , . 

We turned and retraced our steps, our canine acquaint- 
ance sending a few disgusted barks after us. 

The premises of Messrs. Gabler and Stretcher were 
situated in the Market Square. We entered a dim outer 
office where we were received by a young woman with, 
adenoids and a lack-lustre eye. 

"Good-moming," said Poirot politely,, ' 

The young woman was at the moment speakmg into 
a telephone, but she indicated a chair and Poirot sat' down, 

I found another and brought it forward.. • 

"I couldn’t say, Pm ’sure,” said the young, woman . 
into the telephone vacantly. "No, I don’t Imow what 
the rates would be.... Pardon? Oh, main water, I think, 
but, of course, I couldn’t be certain.... I’m very son-y, 
I’m sure.,.. No, he’s out...i No, I couldn’t say.... Yes,. 



of course I’ll ask him... Yes... S135 ? I’m afmicl I haven’t 
quite got it. Oh... 8935... 39... Oh, 5135... Yes, I’ll ask 
mm to ring you... after six..,. Oh, pardon, before si.x.... 
Thank you so much.” 

She replaced the receiver, scribbled 5319 on the blotting- 
pad and turned a mildly inquiring but uninterested gaze 
on Poirot. 

Poirot began brisidy. 

”I observe that there is a house to be sold just on tlie 
outskirts of this town. Littlegreen House, I think is 
the name." 

"Pardon ?” 

"A house to be let or sold," said Poirot slowly and 
distinctly. "Littlegreen House.” 

"Oh, Littlegreen House,” said the young woman vaguely. 
"Littlegrem House, did you say?" 

"That is what I said." 

"Littlegreen House,” said the young woman, making a 
tremendous mental effort. "Oh, well, I expect Mr. Ga- 
bler would know about that.” 

"Can I see Mr. Gabler ?” 

"He’s out,” said the young woman with a kind of fzio-t, 
anaemic satisfaction as of one who says, “A point to me.” 

"Do you know when he tvill be in?” 

"I couldn’t say, I’m sure,” said the young woms. 

"You comprehend, I am looking for a house in tins 
neighbourhood," said Poirot. 

"Oh, yes,” said the young woman, uninterested 

"And Littlegreen House seems to me just vrhzt I m 
looking for. Can you give me particulars r" 

"Particulars?” The young woman seemed stardet. 

‘Tarticulars of Littlegreen House.” 

Unwillingly she opened a drawer and took our an umty' 
file of papers. Then she called "John." 

A lanky youth sitting in a corner looked un- 

• jf ° 

Yes, miss. 

"Have ive got any particulars of—vrbzt did jrc 

"Littlegreen House," said Poirot dlsdzsdj. 

"You’ve got a large bill of it here," I retnmxed tmr- 
ing to the nail. 
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She looked at me coldly. Two to one, she seemed to 
tliink, was an unfair way of playing the game. She 
called up her own reinforcements. 

"You don’t know anything about Littlegreen House,. 

do you, John?" , „ 

"No, miss. Should be m the file. _ _ 

"I’m sorry,” said the young woman without looking 
so in the least. "I rather fancy we must have sent all: 
the particulars out.” 

"C’est dommage.” 

"Pardon?” 

“A pity." 

“We’ve a nice bungalow at Hemel End, two bed, one 
sit.” She spoke without enthusiasm, but with the air of 
one willing to do her duty by her employer. 

"I thank you, no." 

"And a semi-detached with small conservatory. I 
could give you particulars of that." 

"No, thank you. I desired to know what rent you 
were asking for Littlegreen House.” 

"It’s not to be rented," said the young woman, 
abandoning her position of complete ignorance of any-- 
thing to do with Littlegreen House in the pleasure of. 
scoring a point "Only to be sold outright." 

"The board says, ‘To be Let or Sold.’ ” 

"I couldn’t say as to that, but it’s for sale only." 

At this stage in the battle the door opened and a grey- 
haired, middle-aged man entered with a rush. His ' 
eye, a militant one, swept over us with a gleam. His 
. eyebrows asked a question of his employee. 

"This is Mr. Gabler,” said the young woman. 1 
Mr.. Gabler opened the door of an inner sanctum with 
a flourish. 

"Step in here, gentlemen." He ushered us in, an ample 
gesture swept us into chairs and he himself was facing us 
across a flat-topped desk. 

"And now wiiat can I do for you?” 

Poirot began again perseveringly. 

“I desired a few particulars of Littlegreen House — ” 
He' got no further. Mr. Gabler took command. 
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"Ah! Littlegreen House — there's a property! An abso- 
lute bargain. Only just come into the market. I can 
tell you, gentlemen, we don’t often get a house of that 
class going at the price. Taste’s swinging round. People 
are fed up with jerry-building. They want sound stuff. 
Good, honest building. A beautiful property — charac- 
ter — feeling — Georgian throughout. That’s what people 
want nowadays — there’s a feeling for period houses if 
you tmderstand what I mean. Ah, yes, Littlegreen House 
won’t be longin the market. It’ll besnapped up. Snapped 
up! A member of Parliament came to look at it. only 
last Saturday. Liked it so much he’s coming down 
again this week-end. And there’s a stock exchange 
gentleman after it, too. People w'ant- quiet nowadays 
when they come to the country, want to be well away 
from main roads. That’s all very well for some people, 
but we attract class here. And that’s what that house 
has got. Class! You’ve got to admit, they knew how 
to build for gentlemen in those days. Yes, we shan’t 
have Littlegreen long on our books.” 

Mr. Gabler, who, it occurred to me, lived up toh is 
name very happily, paused for breath. 

"Has it changed h^ds often in the last few years?” 
inquired Poirot. 

"On the contrary. Been in one family over fifty years. 
Name of Arundel!. Very much respected in the town. 
Ladies of tlie old school.’' He shot up, opened tlie 
door and called : "Particulars of Littlegreen House, Miss 
Jenkins, Quickly now.” He returned to the desk. 

"I require a house about this distance from London,” 
said Poirot. "In the country, but not in the dead countr}", 
if you understand me — ” 

"Perfectly — ^perfectly. Too much in the country doesn t 
do. Servants don’t like it for one thing. Here, j'ou 
have the advantages of the country but not the disad- 
vantages.” Miss Jenkins flitted in Mth a t)'pe^vritten i 
sheet of paper v^hich she placed in front of her employer, 
who dismissed her with a nod. 

"Here iwe are,” said Mr, Gabler, reading ■with prac- 
tised rapidity. “Period house of character ; four recep.. 



eight bed and dressing, usual offices, commodious kitchen 
premises, ample outbuildings, stables, etc. Main .water, 
old-world gardens, ine.^ensive' upkeep, amounting in 
all to three acres, two summer-houses, etc., etc. Price 
,^2,850 or near offer.” 

"You can give me an order to view?” 

"Certainly, my dear sir.” Mr. Gabler began writing 
in a flourishing fashion. ‘Tour name and address?” 

Slightly to my, surprise, Poirot gave his name as 
Mr. Parotti. 

"We have one or two other properties on our boblis 
which might interest you,”. Mr. Gabler went on. 

Poirot allowed him to add two further additions. * 

"Littlegreen House ‘can he viewed any time ?" he in- 
quired. 

"Certainly, my dear sir. There are servants in resi- . 
dence. I might perhaps ring up to make certain. You 
will be going there immediately ?. Or after lunch ?” 

‘Terhaps after lunch would be better.” 

"Certainly — certainly. I’ll ring up and tell them to 
expect you about two o’clock — eh? Is that right?” 

“Thank you. Did you say the owner of the house — a' 
Miss Arundell, I think you said ?” 

"Lawson. Miss Lawson.’ That is the name of the 
present owner. Miss Arundell, I am sorry to say, died 
a short time ago. That is how tlie place has come into 
the market. Aid I can assure you it will be snapped up. 
Not a doubt of it. Between you and me, just in confi- 
dence, if you- do think of making an offer I should make 
it quickly. As I’ve told you, there are tivo gentlemen 
. after it already, and I shouldn’t be surprised to get an 
offer for it any day from one or other of them. Each 
of them knows the other’s after it, you sec. And there’s 
no doubt that competition spurs a man on. Ha, ha ! I 
shouldn’t like you to be disappointed.” 

"Miss La-wson is anxious to sell, I gather.” 

Mr. Gabler lowered his voice confidentially. 

"That’s just it. The place is larger than she wants — 
one middle-aged lady living by herself. She wants to 
get rid of this and take a house in London. Quite under- 
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standable. That’s why the place is going so ridiculously 

cheap.” „ 

“She would be open, perhaps, to an otter r 
"That’s the idea, sir. Make an offer and set the 
rolling. But you can take ut from me that there will 
be no difficulty in getting a price very near the 
•named. Why, it’s ridiculous! To build a house hiv- 
that nowadays would cost every penny of sis tbousancL 
let alone the land value and valuable frontages.” 

“Miss Arundell . died very suddenly, didn’t sher^ 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, • Anno doihini— anno dor^ 
She had passed her three-score years and ten some 
ago. And she’d been ailing for a long time. The 
of her family — you know something about the mmy- 
perhaps ?” 

“I luiow some people of the same name who hsTe; 
relations in this part of the world. I fancy n mmc re 
the same family.” 

'Wery likely. Four sisters there were. One n mrri ec 
fairly late in life and the other three lived on hem. .imms 
of the old school. Miss Emily was the last c-f rhe— _ Tsy 
highly thought of in the tovm." 

He leant fonvard and handed Poirot riie ornnrsl 

"You’ll drop in' again and let me know whnt rm 
of it, eh ? Of course, it may need a Ihrie nx<fnnrhhnr 
here and there. That’s only to be enrewr-d. hhn I 
always say, ‘What’s a bathroom or twor Thnt'- sarih" 
done,’" 

We took our leave and the last thinn ~ hsrn 
vacant voice of Miss Jenkins swnn : 

“Mrs. Samuels rang up, sir. She’c hkn . -w._ 
her — Holland 5391.” ' * ^ 

. ^ could remember thntTw^ 

Miss Jenkins had scribbled mi nnr 

finally arrived at throimh tbs ^ " 

I felt cominced thsf hfhn — - '''■ 

revenge for having been fhmed tr 

of Littlegreen House. ^ 



CHAPTER \TI 
Lunch at The George 

As we emerged into the market square, I remarked 
that Mr. Gabler lived up to his name! Poirot assented 

with a smile. „ 

"He’ll be rather disappointed when you don’t return, 

I said. "I think he feels he has as good as sold you that 
house already.” 

"Indeed, yes, I fear there is a deception in store for him.” 

"I suppose we might as well have lunch here before 
returning to London, or shall we lunch at some more likely^ 
spot on our way back?” 

"My dear Hastings, I am not proposing to leave Marr 
ket ’Basing so quickly. We have not yet accomplished 
that which we came to do." 

I stared. 

"Do you mean — ^but, my dear fellow, that’s all a wash- 
out. The old lady is dead." 

"Exacdy.” 

The tone of that one word made me stare at him 
harder than ever. It was evident that he had some 
bee in his bonnet over this incoherent letter. 

"Biit if she’s dead, Poirot,” I said gently, "what’s- the 
use ? She can’t tell you anything now. ’VlTiatever the 
trouble was, it’s over and finished witli." 

"How lightly and easily you put the matter aside 1 
Let me tell you that no matter is finished with until Heir- 
cule Poirot ceases to concern himself Mth it!” 

I should have knotvn from experience that to argue 
Mth Poirot is quite useless. Unwarily I proceeded ; 

■ "But since she is dead — ” 

'■ "Exactly, Hastings. Exactly — exactly — exactly.... You 
keep repeating the significant point with a magnificently 
obtuse disregard of its significance. Do you not see the 
importance of the point ? Miss Arundell is dead.” 

"But, my dear Poirot, her death was perfectly natural 




modernized in any -way. The gardens are a picture. Very 
fond of her garden Miss Anmdell was.” ' 

"It belongs, I see, to a Miss Lawson.” • ; ' 

“That’s right, sir. Miss Lawson, she was hliss Arun- 
dell’s companion, and when the old lady died eveiy^thing’ 
was left to her— house and all.” 

“Indeed ? I suppose she had no relations to w’hom 
to leave it.” 

“Well, it was not quite like that, sir. She liad nieces ' 
and nephews living. But, of course, Ivliss Lawson 
was with her all the time. And, of course, she vns an • 
old lady and — ^\vell — that’s how it was.” 

"In any case I suppose there was just the house and not . 
much money ?” 

I have often had occasion to notice how, where a direct 
question would foil to elicit a response, a folse assumption 
brings instant information in the form of a contradic- 
tion. . _ 

“Very for from that, sir. Very for indeed. Every one' 
was surprised at the amoimt the old lady left. The ’ 
Mil was in the paper and the amount and everything^' , 
It seems she hadn’t lived up to her income for many a 
long year. Soraediing like three or four hundred thou- 
sand pounds she left.” - 

"You astonish me,” cried Poirot. "It is like a fairy 
tale — eh? The poor companion suddenly becomes xm- 
. believably wealthy. Is she still yoxmg, this Miss La-wsdn? 
Can she enjoy her new-found wealth?” 

"Oh, no, sir, she’s a middle-aged person, sir.” 

His enunciation of the word "person” wns quite’ an 
artistic performance; It xvas clear that Miss Law'son, 
ex-companion, had cut no kind of a figure in Market 
Basing. 

"It must have been disappo’mting for the nephews 
and nieces,” mused Poirot. 

"Yes, sir, I believe it came as somewhat of a shock to 
dicra. Very unexpected. ' There’s been feeling over 
it here in Market Basing. There are those who hold 
; it isn’t right to leave things away from your oxvn flesh 
and blood. But, of course, there’s others as hold that 
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"Tliank you, sir. Thank you very much, sir. I’m 
sure I hope you’ll settle here, sir.”- 

'1 hope so, too," said Poirot mendaciously. 

We set forth from The George. 

“Satisfied yet, Poirot ?" I asked as we emerged into 
the street. 

"I^ot in the least, my friend.’’ 

He turned in an unexpected direction. 

"Where are you off to now, Poirot?" 

"The church, my friend. It may be interesting. Some 
brasses — an old monument.” 

I shook my head doubtfully. 

Poirot’s scrutiny of the interior of the church was 
brief. Though an attractive specimen of what the guide- 
book calls Early Perp., it had been so conscientiously 
restored in Wictorian vandal days that little of interest 
remained. 

Poirot next wandered seemingly aimlessly about the 
churchyard reading some of the epitaphs, commenting 
on the number of deaths in certain families, occasionally 
exclaiming over the quaintness of a name. 

I was not surprised, however, when he finally halted 
before what I was pretty sure liad been his objective 
from the beginning. 

An imposing marble slab bore a partly effaced inscrip- 
tion : 


SACRED 

TO THE MEMORY OF 
JOHN LAVERTON ARUNDELL 
GENERAL 24TH SIKHS 

WHO FELL ASLEEP IN CHRIST MAY ip, 188S 
AGED 69 

, "fight the good fight with all thy might” 

ALSO OF 

matilda ANN ARUNDELL 
DIED AIARCH lO, 1912 
"l WILL ARISE AND GO UNTO MY FATHER” 


ALSO OF 

AGNES GEORGINA JLART ARUNBELL 
DIED NOVEMBER 20, 192I 
“ask ANT 3 TE SHALL RECETTE” 

Then came a brand-new piece of lettering, evidentlv 
just done : 

ALSO OF 

EMILY HARRIET LAVERTON ARUNDELL 
DIED ^LVY I, 1936 
“thy WILL BE done” 

Poirot stood looking for some time. 

He murmured softly : 

"May ist.... May’ist.... And to-dsr. Tune ni-m. 
I. receive her letter. You see. do you VgL HasinEs! 
that that fact has got to be eaiained?” “ 

I saw that it had. 

That is to say, I saw that Poirot was determined tnst 
it should be esplained. 


CHAPTEPv vTH 

Interior of LittUgrssr, 


. On leaving the churchvard Pr£- 
m the direction of yr 

his role still that of the ~cs-^ 
fully holding the various 
the Lrttlegreen House cn= ^ ^ 
the gate and walked un the 
'On this occasion our --f 

seen but the sound 

though at somefe- 
l^itchen quarters. 

Presently we heard fryotr-- 
«oor was opened by a nleas?^.^- 




fifty and sixty, dearly the old-fashioned type of sert'ant 
seldom seen notvadays. 

Poirot presented his credentials. 

"Yes, sir, the house-agent telephoned. Will you step 
this way, sir?" 

The shutters which I had noticed were closed on out 
first visit to spy out the land, were now all thrown open 
in preparation for our visit. Everything, I observed, 
was spotlessly clean and well kept. Clearly our guide 
tvas a thoroughly conscientious woman. 

"This is the morning-room, sir.” 

I glanced round approvingly. A pleasant room with 
its long -windows giving oh the street. It was furnished 
with good, solid, old-fashioned furniture, mostly Victo- 
rian, but there was a Chippendale bookcase and a set 
of attractive Hepplewhite chairs. 

Poirot and I behaved in the customary fashion of people 
being shoun over houses. We stood stock still, looking 
a little ill at' ease, murmuring remarks such as : “Very 
nice.” "A very pleasant room.” "The morning-room, 
you say?" 

The maid conducted us across the hall and into tire 
corresponding room on the other side. This was much 
larger. 

“The dining-room, sir.” 

This room was definitely Victorian. A heavy maho- 
gany dining-table, a massive sideboard of almost purp- 
lish mahogany with great clusters of carved fruit, solid 
leather, covered dining-room chairs. On the wall hung 
what rvere obviously family portraits. 

The terrier had continued to bark in some seques- 
tered spot. Now the sound suddenly increased in volume. 
With a crescendo of barking he could be heard gallopine 
across the hall. 

"Whds come into the house? Fll tear him lim b from 
limb," was clearly the “burden of his song." 

He arrived in the doonvay, sniffing violently. 

' "Oh, Bob, you naughty dog," exclaimed otir conduc- 
tress. "Don’t mind him, sir. He won’t do you no harm.” 

Bob, indeed, having discovered the intruders, com- 
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pletely changed his manner. He fussed in, and introduced 
himself to us in an agreeable manner. 

“Pleased to meet you, I’m sure," he observed as he 
sniffed round our ankles. “Excuse the noise, won’t 
you, but I have my job to do. Got to be careful who 
we let in, you know. But it’s a dull life and I’m really 
quite pleased to see a visitor. Dogs of your oum, I fancy ?" 

This last was addressed to me and I stooped and patted 
him. 

"Nice little fellow," I said to the woman. "Needs 
plucking a bit, though." 

“Yes, sir, he’s usually plucked three times a year.” 
“Is he an old dog?” 

“Oh, no, sir. Bob’s not more than six. And sometimes 
he behaves just like a puppy. Gets hold of cook’s slippers 
and prances about with them. And he’s very gentle, 
though you wouldn’t believe it to hear the noise he makes 
sometimes. The only person he goes for is the postman. 
Downright scared of Wm, the postman is," 

Bob was now investigating .the legs of Poirot’s trousers. 
Having learned all he could, he gave vent to a prolonged 
sniff ("H’m, not too bad, but not really a doggy person") 
and returned to me, cocking his head on one side and 
looking at me expectantly. 

“i don’t know why dogs ahvays go for postmen, I’m 
sure," continued our guide. 

"It’s a matter of reasoning,” said Poirot. "The dog, 
he argues from reason. He is intelligent; he makes his 
deductions according to his point of view. There are 
people Avho may enter a house and there are people who 
■may not — ^that a dog soon learns. Eh bien, who is the 
person who most persistently tries to gain admission, 
rattling on the door twice or three times a day — and 
who is never by any chance admitted ? The postman. 
Clearly, then, an imdesirable guest from the point of 
view .of tlie master of the house. He is always sent about 
nis business^, but he persistently returns and tries again* 
Then a dog’s duty is clear, to aid in driving this undesi- 
rable man away, and to bite him if possible. A mo^ 
reasonable proceeding,” 


He beamed on Bob. 

"And a most intelligent person, I fancy." 

"Oh, he is, sir. He’s almost human. Bob is,” 

She flung open another door. 

"The drawing-room, sir.” 

The drawing-room conjured up memories of the past. 
A faint fragrance of , pot-pourri himg about it. The 
chintzes were worn, their pattern faded garlands of roses. 
On the walls were prints and water-colour drawings. 
There was a good deal of china — fragile shepherds and 
shepherdesses. There were cushions wnrked in crewel 
stitch. There were faded photographs in handsome silver 
frames. There were many inlaid workboxes and tea' 
caddies. Most fascinating of all to me were two exqui- 
sitely cut tissue-paper ladies xmder glass stands. One 
with a spinning-wheel, one with a cat on her knee. 

The atmosphere of a bygone day, a day of leisure, of 
refinement, of "ladies and gentlemen,” closed round me. 
This was indeed a "withdrawing-room." Here ladies 
sat and did their fancy-work, and if a cigarette was ever 
smoked by a favoured member of the male sex, what a 
shaking out of curtains Snd general airing of the room 
there would be afterwards 1 

My attention was ’drawn by Bob. He was sitting in 
an attitude of rapt attention close beside an elegant little 
table with two drawers in it. 

As he saw that I was noticing- him, he gave a short, 
plaintive yelp, looking from me to the table. 

"What does he want?” I asked. 

Our interest in Bob was clearly pleasing to the maid 
who obviously was very fond of him. 

"It’s his ball, sir. It was always kept in that drawer. 
That’s why he sits there and asks.” 

Her voice changed. She addressed Bob in a high 
falsetto. "It -isn’t there any longer, bcautifhl. Bob’s 
ball is in the kitchen. In the kitchen, Bobsie.” 

Bob shifted his gaze impatiently to Poirot. 

"This woman’s a fool,” he seemed to be saying. "You 
look a brainy sort of chap. Balls are kept in certain 
places— this d^a^yer is one of those places. There always 
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has been a ball here. Therefore there should be a ball 
there now. That’s obvious dog-logic, isn t it . 

"It’s not there now, boy,” I said. 

He looked at me doubtfully. Then as we went out 
of the room he followed slowly in an unconvinced manner. 

We were shown various cupboards, a downstairs cloak- 
room, and a small pantry place, "where the mistress used 

to do the flowers, sir.” ^ i j 

"You were with your mistress a long timer asked 

Poirot. 

"Twenty-two years, sir.” 

"You are alone here caretaking?” 

"Me and cook, sir.” i 

"She was also a long time with Miss Arundell ?” 
"Four years, sir. The old cook died.” 

"Supposing I were to buy the house, would you be 
prepared to stay on ?” 

She blushed a little. 

"It’s very kind of you, sir. I’m sure, but I’m going 
to retire from service. The mistress left me a nice little 
sum, you see, and I’m going to my brother. I’m only 
remaining here as a convenience to Miss Lawson until 
the place is sold — ^to look after everything.” 

Poirot nodded. 

In the momentary silence a new sound was heard. 
"Bump, bump, bump.” 

A monotonous sound increasing in volume and seeming 
to descend from above. 

"It’s Bob, sir.” She was smiling. "He’s got hold of 
his ball and he’s bumping it down the stairs. It’s a 
little game of his.” 

As we reached the bottom of the stairs a black rubber 
ball arrived with a thud on the last step. I caught it 
and looked up. Bob was lying on the top step, his paws 
splayed out, his tail gently wagging. I threw it up to him . 
He caught it neatly, chewed it for a minute or two with 
evident relish, then laid it between his paws and gently 
edged it forw-ard with his nose till he finallv bunted ft 
oyer and it bumped once more down the ""stairs, Bob 
lus tail furiously as he watched its progress. 



"He’il stay like that for hours, sir. Regular game , of 
his. He’d go on all day at it. That’ll do now, Bob. 
The gentlemen have got something else to do than play 
y?ith you.” 

A dog is a great promoter of friendly intercourse. Our 
interest and liking for Bob had quite broken down the 
natural stifeess of, the good servant. As we went up 
to the bedroom floors, our guide was talking quite gar- 
rulously as she gave us accounts of Bob’s wonderful saga- 
city. The ball had been left at the foot of the stairs; As 
we passed him, Bob gave us a look of deep disgust and 
stalked dowm in a dignified fashion to retrieve it. As 
we turned to the right I saw him slowly coming up again 
with it in his mouth, his gait that of an extremely 
old man forced by imthinking persons to exert himself 
unduly. 

As we went round the bedrooms, Poirot began gradually 
to draw our conductress out. 

"There were four Miss Arundells lived here, did they 
not ?” he asked. 

"Originally, yes, sir, but that was before my time. 
There was only Miss Agnes and Miss Emily when I came 
and Miss Agnes died • soon aftenvards. She was the 
youngest of the family. It seemed odd she should go 
before her sister." 

"I suppose she \vas not so strong as her sister?” 

,, "No, sir, it’s odd that. My Miss Arundell, Miss Emily, 
she was always the delicate one. She’s had a lot to do 
with doctors all her life. Miss Agnes was always strong 
and robust and yet she w-ent first, and Miss Emily 
who’d been delicate from a child outlived all the family. 
Very odd the way things happen." 

"Astonishing how often that is the case.” 

Poirot plunged into (I felt sure) a wholly mendacious 
story of an invalid uncle which I will not trouble to repeat 
here. It suffices to say that it had its effect. Discussions 
of death and such matters do more to unlock the human 
tongue than any other subject. Poirot was in a position 
to , ask questions that would have been regarded with 
suspicious hostility t^venty minutes earlier. 
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"Was Miss- Anmdell’s illness a long 
"No, I \YOuldn’t say that, sir. Sne-c ^ - 

you know what I mean, for a long 
winters before. Very bad she was tiien— 
dice. Yellow in the face they go ana tee 

cycS“™’ , - - 

"Ah, yes, indeed—’ (Anecdote cf cmsm “ sr 

appeared to have been the Yellcw Peri-jn . 

"That’s right— just as von say. sir. 

TOs, poor dear. Couldn’t keep any^rr^ o. ^ 
you ask me, Dr. Grainger kpny tneegrn sne n nc_ 
through. But he’d a wonccrfbi xnj rrmi n-er — c^pnr;r- 
you, Imow. ‘Alade up your mrnn to ne cam trt’^ 

your tombstone V he’d say. And sne'e srp_ n m 

of fight in me still. Doctor/ and ne’e say. '.nn: • rrgm — 
that’s what I like to heard A htspnni mrse rnn nrn 

the doctor once that she snnncsed she d kener n-:r ~nrp 
the old lady too much hr h ^ - r f-c- her — iz-ic — hn: 

the doctor rounded c-n her. Y'msEose.’hesa£d_ mr" 
kr? You’ve get to bnihr her hm ■- rtnnrhhrtern/ 

tssence— teaspccnhds cd hrmfr. And m tne end he 
said something that Fvr n=;er fr-nncsn_ — -'r^ — rr— r 

my^glrl,’ he sdd tt' her. ‘Tm omh reahne nhsr: 

turn up their toes and cs ~eamnn dr^m "''k 

enough to hrs. ic- rne an- 

over seventy and T—hx— ns ^ ^~=— =^-— i/ k./.' dd, A" 

got the wfil to Hred r-,- " 

sij'ing how weednid c^d 

the Wav therV ke^ 

>t it that’s'r-st 

^hut it is pre-dnn- - 

Oh. yes, indeed, sir, trer"- 

she got .e.. T"' e- 'j-n nr- -r-r.- 


did. A stuck-up young thing she was, all starched collars 
and cuffs and the waiting on she had to have and tea: at 
all hours.” 

“A fine recovery.” 

"Yes, indeed, sin Of course, the mistress had to be 
careful as to diet at first, everything boiled and steamed, 
no grease in the cooking, and she wasn’t allowed to eat 
eggs either. Very monotonous it was for her." 

"Still, the main thing is she got well.” 

"Yes, sir. Of course, she had her little turns. What 
I’d call bilious attacks. She wasn’t always very careful 
about her food after a time — ^but still they w'eren’t very 
serious until the last attack.” 

"Was it like her illness of two years before ?" 

“Yes, just the same sort of thing, sir. That nasty jaun- 
dice — an awful yellow colour again — ^and terrible sickness 
and all the rest of it. Brought it on herself, I’m afraid she 
did, poor dear. Ate a lot of things she shouldn’t have 
done. That very evening she was took bad she’d had 
curry for supper and as you know, sir, curry’s rich and 
a bit oily.” 

"Her illness came on suddenly, did it?” 

"Well, it seemed so, sir, but Dr. Grainger, he said it 
had been working up for some time. A chill — ^the weather 
had been very changeable — ^and too rich feeding.” 

. "Surely her companion — ^Miss Lawson was her compa- 
nion, was she not — could have dissuaded her from rich 
dishes ?” 

"Oh, I don’t think Miss Lawson would have much 
say. Miss Arundell wasn’t one to take orders from any 
one.” 

"Had Miss Lawson been with her during her previous 
illness?” 

"No, she came after that. She’d been with her about 
a year.” 

"I suppose she’d had companions before that?” 

"Oh, quite a number, sir," 

"Her companions didn’t stay as long as her servants,” 
said Poirot, smiling. 

The woman flushed. 


"Well, you see, sir, it was different. Miss Arundcll 
didn’t get out much and what with one thing and anotlrcr — 
She paused. 

Poirot eyed her for a minute, then he said : 

"I understand a little the mentality of elderly uiies:. 
They crave, do they not, for novelty. They get, perhey?.. 
to the end of a person.” 

"Well, now, that’s very clever of you, sir. YocVe H: 
it exactly. When a new lady came hliss Arvinie” ' “es: 
always interested to start with— about her life ere err 
childhood and where she’d been and whar see rrrrgr: 
about things, and then, when she knew ail aK're Irr. 
well, she’d get — well, I suppose bored is the reel ~~i. 

"Exactly. And between you and me, these ieres rhr 
go as companions, they are not usually verr ireeresm — 
ver}' amusing, eh?” 

‘No, indeed, sir. They’re poor-srirhec errzrre?. 
most of them. Downright foolish, now ari 
Arundell soon got through with them, se re Arr. 

then she’d make a change and ha\'e seme ere e^se* 

She must have been unusually attach^-' " ' 
though.” 

"Oh, I don’t think so, sir.” 

"Miss Lawson w'as not in any wareerrmirree'' 

"I shouldn’t have said so, ':m. ~ — ^ — 

son." • " ' 

"You liked her, yes?" 

The woman shrugged her sherrAr 2hmr~ 

"There ^vasn’t anythins re Zr re 
was— a regular old maid ar- zf ^ '_iY 
spirits." 

"Spiriis?" Poirot loeher eZ- 

"Yes, sir, spirits. S.Zim: r ~ 

and dead people came rrm rrf - 7- — ~ 

right irreligious I call h ~ ~ ~ 

souls had their riohtr-' Z,- Z!rZZ~“ ^ 

^ "So Miss Lawson eZ r - — 

dell a believer, to'e~~ 

"Miss Lawson — cH ^ .. 

the other. There ernsi ^C -ZZZZ 


"Rut she wusn’tr" Poirot persisted. 

‘•Tlie mistress ?;ad too ranch sense/' She snorted, 
"hlsnd von. I don't say it didn't irrn.w tier. ‘I’m ndllincr 
to he com-inccd.'* she'd .s;tY. Rut sheM often look .at 
■Miss Lawson as much as to stv, ‘IVIy poor dear, what 
a fool vou arc to be so taken inf ” 

‘1 comprehend. She did not bcHew in it. but it was 
.a source of amusement to her." 

"Tlwt's ristht. sir. 1 sontedmes vrondered if she didn't — 
well, have a\'it of quiet mn, so to speak, pus'tiing the mbk 
ami diet sort of tiling. And the others ail as serious 
as death.’' 

"The others?” 

‘■"Miss Lawson and the two Aliss Tripps.” 

"Miss lativscm wns a very comdneed spiritualist /' 

"Took it .all for gospel, sir." 

"And Miss Anmdcll was vert- attached to Miss Lawson, 
of course." 

It wus the second time Poirot had made this certain 



h '*Rut sumly." s.ud Poirotj "if she left her cvenniung — 
' She did. did site not 


Tlie chance w.ts imraediate. The human being 
vardshed. The ckurcct in;ud'sert'.'.nt returned. TIte. 
woman drew lierseli up and s-tid in a cclour'css voice 
that 'ncld reproof for f.imiH.'.rity in it ; 

• "llic wuy the mistress left lier money is hardly my 
business, sir," 

I feitt t’nat Poirot had bungled tlse job. K.atdng got 
the woman in a friendly mood, he was now proceeding 
to throw aw.ty his advantage. He was wise enough to 
make no immediate attempt to recowr lest ground. After 
a commonplace remark about tlie sice and mtmber ct 
tb.e 'oedroems he went tow.trds the head of the stairs. 

Bob had disi’.ppeared, bur as I ceune to the smir-head, 
I sramHcd and nearly fell. Catching at the haluster 
to steady myself I {ooked down and saw that I h.rd inad- 
vertently placed my foot on Bob’s 'c-ali which he had 
left lying on the top of the stairs. 


The woman apologized quickly. 

'Tm sorry, sir. It’s Bob’s fault.' He leaves his ball 
there. And you can’t see it against the dark carpet. 
Death of some one some day it’ll be. The poor mistress 
had a nasty fall through it. Might easily have been the- 
death of her.” 

Poirot stopped suddenly on the stairs. 

"She liad an accident, you say?” 

"Yes, sir. Bob left his ball there, as he often, did, 
and the mistress came out of her room and fell over it 
and went right down the stairs. Might have been killed.” 

"Was she much hurt?” 

Not ^ much as you’d think. Very lucky she was, 
u" said. Cut her head a little, and strained 

her back and of course there were brudses and it was a 
nasty shock. She was in bed for about a week, but it 
wasn’t serious.” 


^ Was this long ago ?” 

Just a week or two before she died.” 

Poirot stooped to recover something he had dropped. 
Pardon-my fountain pen— ah, yes, there it is!’’ ' 
He stood up again. 

"He is wreless, this Master Bob,” he observed. 

All, well, he don t Imow no better, sir,” said the woman 
m an indulgent voice. "Nearly human he m^ T 

uscdS^n"?^ have everything. The mistress, you see 
at nights and often she’d get up and 

' '.'She LTffoftS”'"''''^ 

turned into the drawing-room again 
would there^\ b Yh' “I wonder. 

What do you bookcase? 

difficult to^ay. ^ cautiously that it would be 

little nile i>nd m'UurfSrw^^^ ^ 

It down." width of it and I will write 



Obediently I took the folding rule that Poirot handed 
me and took various measurerhents under his direction 
whilst he wrote on the back of an envelope. 

I was just wondering why he adopted such an untidy 
and uncharacteristic method of making a neat entry in 
his little pocket-book when he handed the envelope to 
me, saying : 

"That is right, is it not? Perhaps you had better 
verify it.” 

There tvere no figures on the envelope. Instead was 
written : “When we go upstairs again, pretend to remem- 
ber an appointment and ask if you can telephone. Let 
the woman Come with you and delay her as long as you 
can.” 

"That’s all right,” I said,, pocketing the envelope; 
"I should say both bookcases would go in perfectly.” 

"It is as well to be sure, though, I tlrink, if it is not 
too much trouble, I would like to look at the principal 
bedroom again. I am not quite sure, of the wall space 
there." 

. "Certainly, sir. It’s no trouble." 

We went up again. Poirot measured a portion of wall, . 
and was just commenting aloud on the respective possible 
positions of bed, wardrobe and writing-table when I 
looked at my watch, gave a somewhat exaggerated start 
and exclaimed ; 

"By Jove, do you know it’s three o’clock already? 
■y^at will Anderson think? I ought to telephone to 
him." I turned to the woman. "I wonder if I might use 
your telephone if you have one.” 

"Why, certainly, sir. It’s in the little room off the 
hall. I’ll show you." 

She bustled down with me, indicating the instrument, 

- and then I got her to help me in finding a number in tlie 
telephone directory. In the end I made a call— to a 
• Mr. Anderson in the neighbouring town of Harchester. 
Fortunately he was out and I was able to leave a message 
saying it was unimportant and that I would ring up later! 

When I emerged Poirot had descended the staircase 
and was standing in the hall. His eyes had a slightly 
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green tinge. I had no clue to his excitement, but I realized 
that he was excited. 

Poirot said : 

"That fall from the top of the stairs must have given 
3’our mistress a great shock. Did she seem perturbed 
about Bob and his ball after it?” 

“It’s funny your saying that, sir. It worried her a lot. 
Why, just as she was djdng, she was delirious and she 
rambled on a Jot about Bob and liis ball and something 
about a picture that was ajar." 

"A picture that was ajar,” said Poirot thoughtfully. 

"Of course, it didn’t make sense, sir, but she wis 
rambling, you see." 

"One moment — I must just go into the drawing-room 
once more." 

He wandered round the room, examining the ornaments. 
In especial, one big jar with a lid on it seemed to attract 
Jiim. It was not, I fancy, a particularly good bit of china. 
A piece of Victorian humour — it had on it a rather crude 
picture of a bulldog sitting outside a front door with a 
mournful expression on its face. Below was written : 
Ot/t all iiight and no hey. 

Poirot, whose taste I have alwa5's been convinced is 
hopelessly bourgeois, seemed lost in admiration. 

*'Out all night and no hey," he murmured, 
amusing, that! Is that true of our Master Bob? 
he sometimes staj' out all night ?" 

"Veiy occasional, sir. Oh, very occasional, 
a very good dog. Bob is.” 

"I am sure he is. But et'cn the best of dogs — 

"Oh, it’s quite true, sir. Once or twice he's 
and come home perhaps at four in the morning. Tnsr. 
he sits dotra on the step and barks till he's ie: 

"Who lets him in — Miss Lawson ?” 

"Well, any one who hears him, sir. It wes Miss nc~- 
son, sir, last time. It tvas tlie night of the rmstresss 
accident. And Bob came home about five. Miss 
son hurried down to let him in before he ccuid mck: s: 
noise. She was afraid of waking up the mistress end 
hadn’t told her Bob was missing for fear of wemying her.’’' 


"It is 
Does 


He's 


"I see. She' thought it was better Miss Arundell 
shouldn’t be told?” 

"That’s what she said, sir. She said, ‘He s sure to 
come back. He always does, but she might worry and 
tliat would never do.’ So we didn’t say anything.” 

"Wa'S Bob fond of Miss Lawson?” 

“Well, he was rather contemptuous of her if j'ou know 
what I mean, sir. Dogs can be. She was kind to him.. 
Called him a good doggie and a nice doggie, but he used , 
to look at her kind of scornful like and he didn’t pay any 
attention at all to what she told him to do.” 

Poirot nodded. "I see," he said. 

Suddenly he did something which startled me. 

He pulled a letter from his pocket — ^the letter he had 
received this morning. 

"Ellen,” he said, "do you know an3thing about this ?” 

The change that came over Ellen’s face was remarkable. 

Her jaw dropped and she stared at Poirot with an almost 
comical expression of bewilderment. 

"Well," she ejaculated. "I never did!” 

The obsen'ation lacked coherency, perhaps, but it 
left no doubt of Ellen’s meaning. 

Gathering her wits about her she said slowly : 

“Are you tlie gentleman that letter was written to, then ?” 

"I am. I am Hercule Poirot.” 

Like most people, Ellen had not glanced at the name 
on the order Poirot had held out to her on his arrml. 
She nodded her head slowly. 

“That %vas it," she said. "Hercules Poirot.” She 
added an S to the Christian name and sounded the T of 
the surname. 

"My word!" she exclaimed. "Cook zaill be surprised." 

Poirot said quickly : 

“Would it not be advisable, perhaps, for us to go to 
the kitchen and there, in company with your friend, 
we could talk the matter over?” 

"Well — if you don’t mind, sir." 

• Ellen sounded just a little doubtful. This particular 
social dilemma w-as- clearly ne%v to her. But Poirot’s 
matter-of-fact manner reassured her and we departed 
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forthwith to the kitchen, Ellen elucidating the situation 
to a large, picasant-faced woman who was just lifting a 
kettle from a gas ring. 

“You’ll never believe it, Annie. This is actually the 
gentleman that letter was to. You Icnow, the one I 
found in the blotter.” 

“You must remember I am in the dark,” said Poirot. 
"Perhaps you will tell me how the letter came to be 
posted so late in the day ?" 

"Well, sir, to tell the truth I didn’t know' what to do. 
Neither of us did, did we ?" 

"Indeed, we didn’t," the cook confirmed. 

"You see, sir, when Miss Law-son was tiuning out 
things after the mistress’s death a good lot of things 
were given away or thro%vn away. Among them was 
a little papcrmatchie, I think they call it, blotter. Very 
pretty it was, with a lily of the valley on it. The mistress 
ahvays used it when she WTOtc in bed. Well, Miss Law- 
son didn’t want it, so she gave it to me along with a lot 
of other little odds and ends that had belonged to the 
mistress. I put it aw’ay in a drawer, and it wasn’t till 
yesterday that I took it out. I w-as going to put some new- 
blotting-paper in it so that it was ready for me to use. 
There was a sort of pocket inside and I just slipped my 
hand in' it when what should I find but a letter in the 
mistress’s handwriting, tucked away. 

"Well, as I say, I didn’t know rightly what to do abo^ 
it. It w'as the mistress’s hand all right, and I saw as she d 
w'ritten it and slipped it in there waiting to post 
ne.vt day and then she’d forgot, w'hich is tlie kind of thing 
she did many a time, poor dear. Once it was a diridend 
■w-arrant to her bank and no one could think where it 
had got to, and at last it was found pushed right back m 
the pigeonholes of the desk.” 

"Was she untidy?” 

"Oh, no, sir, just the opposite. She^iS always putting 
things away and clearing them up. mat vrss hair tne 
trouble. If she’d left tilings about ft wo-uld reahv i^re 
been, better. It was their being tiied away ana tnen 
forgotten that wws always happening." 


"Things like Bob’s ball, for instance?" asked Poirot 

with a smile. , . , j ■ 

The sagacious terrier had just trotted in from outdoors 
and greeted us anew in a very friendly manner,'' _ 

“Yes, indeed, sir. As soon as Bob finished playing 
with his ball she’d put it away. But tliat was all right 
because it had its own place — in the draiver I showed 
you.” 

"I see. But I interrupted you. Pray go on. You 
discovered the letter in the. blotter ?" 

“Yes, sir, that was the way of it, and I asked Annie 
what she thought Td better do. I didn’t like to put it 
in the fire — and, of course, I couldn’t take upon myself 
to open it, and neither Annie . nor I could see that it was 
any business of Miss Lawson’s, so after we'd talked it 
over a bit, I just put a stamp on it and ran out to the post 
box and posted it." 

Poirot turned slightly to me. "Voila" he murmured. 

I could not help saying maliciously : 

"Amazing how simple an explanation can be!” 

I thought he looked a little crestfallen and rather wished 
I hadn’t been so quick to try and rub it in. 

He turned again to Ellen. 

"As my friend says : How simple an example can be! 
You understand, when I received a letter dated over two 
months ago I Avas somewhat surprised." 

“Yes, I suppose you must have been, sir. We didn’t 
think of that." 

"Also — ” Poirot coughed. "I am in a little dilemma. 
That letter, you see — it was a commission with which 
Miss Arundell wished to entrust me. A matter of a 
somewhat private character." He cleared his throat' 
importantly. "Now that Miss Arundell is dead I am 
. in some doubt how to act. Would Miss Arundell have 
wished me to undertake the commission in these 
circumstances or not? It is difficult— very difficult.” 

■ Both women were looking at him respectfully. 

"I shall have, I think, to consult Miss Arundell’s lawyer. 
She had a lawyer, did she not?" 

Ellen answered quickly : 



"Oh, yes, sir. Mr. Purvis from Harchester.” 

"He knew all her affairs ?” 

"I think so, sir. He’s done ever}'thing for her ever 
since I can remember. It was him she sent for after the 
fall she had." 

"The fall do^vn the stairs?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Now let me see, when was that exactly?” 

The cook broke in. 

"Day after Bank Holiday it w’as, I remember that well. 
I stayed in to oblige on Bank Holiday, seeing she had all 
those people staying, and I had the day on Wednesday 
instead." 

Poirot had whipped out his pocket almanac. . 

"Precisely — precisely. Easter Bank Holiday, I see, 
fell on the thirteenth tliis year. Then Miss Arundel) 
had her accident on the fourteenth. This letter to me 
was written three days later. A pity that it was never 
sent. However, it may still not be too late — ” He 
paused. "I rather fancy that the — er — commission she 
wished me to perform was connected with one of the — 
cr — guests you mentioned just now^" 

This remark, which could only have been a pure shot 
in the dark, met witli immediate response. A quick 
look of intelligence passed across Ellen’s face. She 
turned to the cook who gave her back an answering glance. 

"That’ll be Mr. Charles," she said. 

"If you would tell me just who was Aere — " Poirot 
suggested. 

"Dr. Tanios and his wife, Miss Bella that was, and Miss 
Theresa and Mr. Charles." 

"They were all nephew? and nieces r” 

That’s right, sir. Dr. Tanios, of course, is no relation. 
In fact, he’s a foreigner, a Greek or something of the 
sort, I believe. He married Miss Bella, Miss AmndeJF'-- 
nicce, her sister’s child. Mr. Charles and Miss Th'^ress 
are brother and sister." 

Ah, yes, I see. A family party. And when did the*/ 
leave r 

"On the Wednesday morning, sir. And Dr. Ta.nid3 


and Miss Bella came down again the next week-end because 
tliey were worried about Miss Arundcll," 

"And Mr. Charles and Miss Theresa?” 

“They came the week-end after. The week-end before 
she died." 

Poirot’s curiosity, I felt, was quite insatiable. I could • 
see no point in these continued questions. He .got the 
explanation of his m 3 ^tery, and in my opinion the sooner 
he retired wth dignity the better. 

The thought seemed to go from my brain to his. 

"Eh Men," he said. "Tltis information you have given 
me is very helpful. I must consult this Mr. Purvis, I 
tliink you said ? Thank you very much for all your help." 

He stooped and patted Bob. 

"Brave chien, va I You loved your mistress." 

Bob responded amiably to these overtures and hope- 
ful of a little play went and fetched a large piece of coal. 
For this he was reproved and the coal removed from him. 
He sent me a glance in search of sympathy. 

"These women," it seemed to say. "Generous with 
the food, but not really sportsmen!" 


CHAPTER IX 

Reconstruction of the Dog's Ball Incident 

“Well, Poirot,” I said as the gate of Littlegreen House 
closed behind us. "You are satisfied now, I hope!” 
"Yes, my friend. I am satished." 

"Thank Heaven for that 1 All the mysteries explained 1 
The Wicked Companion and the Rich Old Lady myth 
^ exploded. The delayed letter and even the famous 
' incident of the dog’s ball shown in their true colours. 
Everything settled satisfactorily and according to Cocker!" 
Poirot gave a dry little cough and said ; 

"I would not use the word satisfactorily, Hastings.” 
“You did a minute ago.” 

"No, no. I did not say the matter was satisfactory 



I said that, personally, my curiosity ■n'ns satisfied. I 
know the truth of the Dog’s Ball incident," 

"And very simple it was too!" 

Not quite so simple as you think," He nodded his 
head several times. Then he went on : "You see, I know 
one little thing wliich yon do not." 

"And what is that?" I asked somewhat sceptically. 

"1 know that there is a nail dricen into the shirting board 
at the top of the stairs.” 

I stared at him. His face was quite grave. 

"Well,” I said after a minute or two. "Y^iy shouldn’t 
there be?” 

"The question is, Hastings, why should there be?” 

"How do I know? Some household reason, perhaps. 
Does it matter?” 

"Certainly it matters. And I can tliink of no household 
reason for a nail to be driven in at the top of the skirting 
board in that particular place. It was carefully varnished, 
too, so as not to show." 

"\Vliat arc you driving at, Poirot ? Do you know tlie 
reason ?” 

"I can imagine it quite easily. If you wanted to stretch 
a piece of strong thread or wire across the top of the 
stairs about a foot from tlic ground, you could tie it one 
side to the balusters, but on the inner wall side you would 
need something like a nail to attach the tliread to.”^ 

'Toirot!” I cried. "WTiat on earth are vou driving 
at?” 

"Mon cher ami, I am reconstructing the ire:\:er.i eg 
the Dog's Ball! Would you like to hear mv reconstreo- 
tion ?” 

"Gro ahead." 

"Eh hicn, here it is. Some one had ncticei th? 

Bob had of leaving his ball at the top of the 
dangerous thing to do — it might lead to an crcriict.* 
Poirot paused a minute, then said in a sh'ghdy chrccsr: 
tone, "If you vdshed to kill some ere. Kasing?. orw 
would you set about it?" 

"I — ^^vell, really — ^I don’t know. Fairs cp sccd? cart: 
or somctliing, I suppose.” 


"A proceeding,! assure. you, both difficult and danger- 
ous But then you are not the type of a- cold-blooded 
cautious murderer. Does it not strike you that the easiest 
■way of .remo-mg some one you want to remove from 
your path is to take advantage of accldcni} Accidents 
are happening all the time. And sometimes-^Hastinga— 
th<y can le helped to happen T 
He paused a minute, then went on : 

"I think' the dog’s ball left fortuitously at the top of 
the stairs gave our murderer an idea, hliss Arundell 
■was in the habit of coming out of her room in the night 
and wandering about— her eyesight ■was not good; it 

. ■was quite within the bounds of probability that she might 
stumble over it and fall headlong do^wn those stairs. But 
a careful murderer does not leave things to chance. A 
thread stretched across the .top of the stairs ■would be a 
much better ■way. It ■would send her pitching head 
foremost. Then, when the household came rushing 
out— rthere, plain to see, is the cause of the accident — 
Bab's baUr 

V. "How horrible!" I cried. 

Poirot said gravely ; 

“Yes, it vKis horrible.... It ■was also unsuccessful..-. 
Miss Arundell -was very little hurt, though she might 
easily have broken her neck. Very disappointing for 
our unkno^wn friend! But Miss Arundell was a shaiq)- 
witted old lady. Every one told her she had slipped on 
the ball, and there the ball was as evidence, but she her- 
self, recalling the happening, feltthat the accident had arisen-' 
differently. She had 7wt slipped on the ball. And in 
addition' she remembered something else. She reman- 
bered hearing Bob barking for admission at five o’ do A the 
next morning. 

"This, I adnut, is something in the way of guess-v/ork, 
but I believe I am right. Miss Arttndell had put atoay 
Bob’s ball herself the evening before in its drawer. After 
that he lyent out and did not return. In that case, it was not 
. Bob who put that ball on the top of the stairs," 

"That is pure guess-work, Poirot,” I objected. 

■ He demurred. 
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"Not quite, mV friend. There arc tlvc significant words 
uttcTcd by Miss Arundcll wlien she ws dehnous-some- 
thing about Bob’s ball and a ‘picture ajar, ^ou see tlie 
point, do you not?"^ 

"Not in the least." ' 

"Curious. I know your language well _ enough to 

.. .. • 1 


"Not in the least, 

realize that one docs not talk of a' picture being ajar. 


door is ajar. A picture is awiyJ 
"Or simply crooked." 

"Or simply crooked, as you say. So I realize at once 
that Ellen has mistaken the meaning of the words she 
heard. It is not aj’ar — but a or tlie jar that was meant. 
Now in tlie drawing-room tliere is a rather noticeable 
china jar. There 'is, I have already obsened, a pictoe 
of a dog on it. With the remembrance of these delirious 
ravings in my mind I go up and examine it more closely. 
I find that it deals with the subject of a do^ rcho has been 
out all night. You see the trend of die feverish woman’s 
thoughts? Bob was like the dog in the picture on the 

jar— out all night— jo It ms not he who left the ball on the 
. • _ 11 


stairs. 


I cried out, feeling some admiration in spite of myself. 
"You’re an ingenious de\il, Poirot! How you thinl- 
of these things beats me !" 

"I do not ‘tliink of them.’ They are dierc— plain — 
for any one to see. Fh bkn, you realize the position? 
Miss Arundell, lying in bed after her fall, becomes sus- 
■ picious. That suspicion she feels is perhaps fanciful 
and absurd, but there it is, 'Since the incident of the 

Dog's .Ball I have been increasingly uneasyS And so 

and so she writes to me, and by a piece of bad luck her 
etter docs not reach me until over two months have gone 

fits ?" ^ perfectly mth these 

“Yes,” i admitted.- 'It- does” 

Poirot went on ; 

T another point worthy of consideration Mis^ 

^awson was exceedingly anxious that the fact of BnWl 

to Miss Went ^ 




"I think that the fact should be noted very carefully.” 

I turned the thing over in my mmd for a minute or 
two. 

"Well,” I said at last with a sigh, "it’s all very mterest- 
jng — ^as a mental exercise, that is. And I take off _my 
hat to you. It’s been a masterful piece of reconstruction. 
It’s almost a pity,’ really tliat the old lady has died." 

“A pity — ^yes. She wrote to me that some one had 
attempted to murder her (that is what it amounts , to, 
after all) and a very short time after, she was dead." 

"Yes,” I said, "and it’s a grand disappointment to you 
that she died a natural death, isn’t it ? Come, admit it." 

Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 

“Of perhaps you think she was poisoned,” I said mali- 
ciously. . 

Poirot ' shook his head somewhat despondently. 

"It certainly seems," he admitted, "as though Miss 
Anmdell died from natural causes.” 

"And therefore," I said, "we return to London with 
our tail between our legs.” 

^'Pardon, my friend, but we do not return to London.” 

"What do you mean, Poirot?” I cried. 

' "If you show the dog the rabbit, my friend, does he 
return to London? No, he goes into tlie rabbit hole.” 

"What do you mean ?” 

"The dog hunts rabbits. Hercule Poirot hunts mur- 
derers. We have here a murderer — a murderer whose 
■crime failed, yes, perhaps, but nevertheless a murderer. 
And I, my friend, am going into the burrow after him — 
or her as the case may be," 

He turned sharply in at the gate. 

"Wliere are you off to, Poirot?" 

"Into the burrow, my friend. This is the house of 
Df; Grainger who attended Miss Arundell in her last 
. illness,” 

• Dr. Grainger was a man of sixty odd. His face was 
thin and bony with an aggressive chin, bushy eyebrows, 
and a pair of very shrewd grey eyes. He looked keenly 
from me to Poirot. 

"Well, what can I do for you?” he asked abruptly. 

j6 


Poirot swept into speech in the most flamboyant manner. 

“I must apologize, Dr. Grainger, for this intrusion. 
I must confess straightaway that I do not come to consult 
you professionally." 

Dr. Grainger said drily : 

"Glad to hear it. You look healthy enough I” 

"I must explain the purpose of my visit," went on Poi- 
rot. "The truth of the matter is that I am \vriting a book — 
the life of the late General Arundell, who I understand 
lived in Market Basing for some years before his death.” 

The doctor looked rather surprised, 

"Yes, General Arundell lived here till his death. At 
Littlegreen House — just up the road past the Bank — 
you’ve been there perhaps ?” Poirot nodded assent. 
"But you understand that was a good bit before my time. 
I came here in 1919." 

"You knew liis daughter, however, the late Miss Arun- 
dell ?" 

"I knew Emily Arundell well.” 

"You comprehend, it has been a severe blow to me to 
find that Miss Arundell has recently died.” 

"End of April." 

"So I discovered. I counted, j^ou see, on her giving 
me various personal details and reminiscences of her 
father.” 

"Quite — quite. But I don’t see what I can do sboir: 
it." 

Poirot asked ; 

"General Arundell has no other sons or drurhrjrs 
living ?” 

"No. All dead, the lot of them.” 

"How many were there?” 

"Five. Four daughters, one sen.” 

"And in the next generation ? ' 

"Charles Arundell and his sister TItrrssi. Ten rrnic ^ 
get on to them. I doubt, thrnrh. if f: vnnif re mnch 
use to you. ' The 3'oung gensrifrr: c.'esn'r riire much 
interest in its grandfaths?r Ann th-rc s r f-frs. T^'ds, 
but I doubt if }'ou’d jst mnff thrre 

"They might have"fnn£> nnr:s:s— f remnsns 



“It is possible, perhaps,” he suggested, "that there 
are old family letters and documents in this Miss — er — 
Lawson’s possession?” 

"Might be,” agreed Grainger. "Usually are a lot of 
things tucked away in an old maid’s house. _ I don’t 
suppose Miss Lawson's been through half of it, yet." ; 

Poirot rose. 

"Thank you very much, Dr. Grainger. You have 
been most kind.” 

"Don’t thank me,” said the doctor. "Sorry I can’t 
do anytWng helpful. Miss Peabody’s your best chance. 
Lives at Morton Manor — about a mile out.” 

Poirot \vas sniffing at a large bouquet of roses on' the 
doctor’s table. 

"Delicious,” he murmured. 

"Yes, I suppose so. Can’t smell ’em myself. Lost 
my sense of smell when I had flu four years ago. Nice 
admission for a doctor, eh? ‘Physician, heal thyself.’ 
Damned nuisance. Can’t enjoy a smoke as I used to.” 

"Unfortunate, yes. By the way, you will give me young 
Arundell’s address ?" 

V "I can get it for you, yes." Pie ushered us out into 
■the hall and called, "Donaldson." 

, "My partner," he explained. "He should have it all 
right. He’s by way of being engaged to Charles’s sis- 
ter, Theresa." 

He called again : "Donaldson.” 

A young man came out from a room at the back of 
the house. He was of medium height and of rather colour- 
less appearance. His manner was precise. A greater 
contrast to Dr. Gramger could not be imagined. 

The latter explained what he wanted. 

D'r. Donaldson’s eyes, very pale blue eyes slightly 
prominent, swept over us, appraisingly. When he 
spoke it was in a dry, precise manner. 

"I don’t know exactly where Charles is to be found," 
he said. "I can give you Miss Theresa Arundell’s address. 
Doubtless she will be able to put you in touch with her 
brother.” 

■ . Poirot assured him that that would do perfectly. 



Morton Manor proved to be an ugly substantial house 
of the Victorian period. A decrepit butler received us 
somewhat doubtfully and presently returned to ask if 
we had an appointment. 

“Please tell Miss Peabody that we come from Dr. 
Grainger," said Poirot. 

After a wait of a few minutes, the door opened and a 
short, fat woman waddled into the room. Her sparse, 
white hair was neatly parted in the middle. She wore 
a black velvet dress, the nap of which was completely 
rubbed off in various places, and some really beautiful 
fine point lace tos fastened at her neck with a large cameo 
brooch. 

She came across the room peering at us short-sightedly. 
Her first words were somewhat of a surprise. 

"Got anything to sell?” 

"Nothing, madame," said Poirot. 

"Sure?” 

"But absolutely.” 

“No vacuum cleaners?” 

V "No." 

V "No stockings?" 

"No." 

"No rugs?” 

"No.” 

“Oh, well," said Miss Peabody, settling herself in a chair, 

. "I suppose it’s all right. You’d better sit do^vn then.” 

We sat obediently. 

• "You’ll excuse my asking,” said Miss Peabody with a 
trace of apology in her manner. "Got to be careful. You 
wouldn’t believe the people who come along. Servants 
are no good. They can’t tell. Can’t blame ’em either. 
Right voices, right clothes, right names. How are they 
to tell ? Commander Ridgeway, Mr. Scot Edgerton, 
’ Captain • D’Arcy . Fitzherbert. Nice-looking fellows, 
some of ’em. But before you know where you are they’ve 
shoved a cream-making machine under your nose." 

Poirot said earnestly : 

-.‘T assure -you, madame, that we have nothing whatever 
■ of that, Jdnd." 


"Well, you should know,” said Miss Peabody. 

Poirot plunged into his story.^ Miss Peabody heard 
him out without comment, blinking once or twice out 
of her small eyes. At the end she said : 

"Goin’ to write a book, eh?” 

"Yes." . .. 

"In English?" 

"Certainly — in English." 

"But you’re a foreigner. Eh? Come now, you’re 
a foreigner, aren’t you?" 

"That is true." 

She transferred her gaze to me. 

"You are his secretary, I suppose?” 

"Er — yes," I said doubtfully. 

"Can you write decent English?” 

"I hope so.” 

"H.’m — ^wherc did you go to school?” 

"Eton." 

"Then you can’t.” 

I ws forced to let this sweeping charge against an old 
and venerable centre of education pass xinchallenged 
as Miss Peabody turned her attention once more to 
Poirot. 

"Goin* to write a life of General Arundell, eh?" 

"Yes. You knew him, I think." 

"Yes, I knew John Anmdell. He drank." 

There was a momentary pause.. Then Miss Peabody 
went on musingly ; 

"Indian Mutiny, eh ? Seems a bit like flogging a dead 
horse to me. But that’s your business.” 

"You know, madame, there is a fashion in these things. 
At the moment India is the mode." 

"Something in that. Things do come round. Look 
at sleeves." 

We maintained a rcspectfiil silence. 

"Leg o’ muttons were ahvays ugly,” said Miss Peabody. 
"But I always looked well in Bishops." She fixed a 
bright eye on Poirot. "Now then, what do you want to 
Icnow ?” 

Poirot spread out his hands. 
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‘'Anything! Family liistory. Gossip, Home life, 
"Can’t tcH you anything about India," said Miss Pea- 
body. "Truth is, I didn’t listen... Rather boring these 
old men and their anecdotes. He \vasr a very stupid 
man — ^but I dare say none the worse General for that. 
I’ve ah^ys heard that intelligence didn’t get you far in 
the army. Pay attention to your Colonel’s wife and ' 
listen respectfully to your superior officers ^^and you’ll 
get on — ^that’s what my father used to say." 

Treating this dictum respectfully, Poirot allowed a 
moment or tu'O to elapse before he said : 

"You knew the Arundell family intimately, did you 
not?” 

"Knew ’em all,” said Miss Peabody. "Matilda, she 
was the eldest. A spotty girl. Used to teach in Sunday 
School. Was sweet on one of the curates. Then there 
was Emily. Good seat on a horse, she bad. She w'as 
the only one who could do anything with her father when 
he had one of his bouts on. Cartloads of bottles used 
to be taken out of that house. Buried them at night, 
they did. Then, let me see, who came next, Araljella 
or Thomas? Thomas, I think. Always felt sorry for 
YThomas, One man and four women. Makes a man 
.look a fool. He was a bit of an old woman himself, 

, Thomas was. Nobody thought he’d ever marry. Bit 
of a shock when he did." 

• She chuckled— a rich Victorian fruity chuckle. 

' ■ It was clear that Miss Peabody was enjoying herself. 
As an audience we were almost forgotten. Miss Pea- 
body was well away in the past, 

'"Then came Arabella. Plain girl. Face like a scone. 
She married all right though, even if she were the plainest 
of the family. Professor at Cambridge. Quite an old 
.man. . Must have been sixty if he was a day. He gave 
' a 'series of lectures here — on the Wonders of Modern 
Chemistry, I think it was. I went to ’em. He mumbled, 
I remember. Had a beard. Couldn’t hear much of 
what he said. Arabella used to stay behind and ask 
questions. She rvasn’t a chicken herself. Must have 
been getting on for forty. Ah, well, they’re both dead 



now. Quite a happy marriage it ^vas. There’s something 
to be said for marrj'ing a plain woman — ^>'ou know the 
worst at once and she’s not so likely to be flighty. Then 
there was Agnes. She was the youngest — the pretty 
one. Rather gay we used to think her. Almost fast! 
Odd, you’d think if any of them had njiarried it v/ould 
have been Agnes, but she didn’t. She died not long after 
the war," 

Poirot murmured : "You said tliat hlr. Thomas’s 
marriage V'as rather unexpected." 

Again I\Iiss Peabody produced that rich, throaty 
chuckle. 

"Unexpected ? I should say it was 1 Made a nine 
days’ scandal. You’d never liave thought it of him — 
such a quiet, timid, retiring man and devoted to Iiis 
sisters." 

She paused a minute. 

“Remember a case that made rather a stir in the late 
nineties ? Mrs. Varley ? Supposed to have poisoned 
her husband with arsenic. Good-looking woman. Made 
a big to-do, that case. She was acquitted. Well, Thomas 
Arundcll quite lost his head. Used to get all the 
papers and read about the case and cut out the photo- 
graphs of Mrs. Varley. And would you. believe it, when 
the trial was over, off he went to London and asked her 
to marry him ? Thomas ! Quiet, stay-at-home Thomas ! 
Never can tell with men, can you ? They’re always 
liable to break out." 

"And what happened ?" 

"Oh, she married him all right.” 

"It was a great shock to his sisters?" 

"I should think so! They vvouldn’t receive her. I 
don’t know that I blame them, all things considered. 
Thomas was mortally offended. He went off to live 
in the Channel Islands and nobody heard an)' more of him. 
Don’t Imow whether lus w’ife poisoned her first husband. 
Slie didn’t poison Thomas. He survived her by three 
years. There were two children, boy and girl. Good- 
looking pair — took after their mother.” 

"I suppose they came here to their aunt a good deal ?" 
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"Not till after their parents died. They were at school 
and almost grown-up by then. They used to come , for 
holidays, Emily was' alone in the world then and they 
and Bella Biggs tvere the only kith and kin she had." 
"Big^ ?” 

"Arabella’s daughter. Dull girl-some years older 
than Theresa. Made a fool of herself, though. Married 
some foreigner who tvas- over at the University. A Greek 
doctor. Dreadful-looking man — got rather a charming 
manner, though, I must admit. 'Well, I don’t suppose 
poor Bella had many chances. Spent her time, helping 
her father or holding wool for her mother. This fellow 
was exotic. It appealed to her."^ 

"Has it been a happy marriage ?" 

Miss Peabody snapped out : ^ ^ 

"I wouldn’t like to say for certain about atiy marriage! 
They seem quite happy. Two rather yellow-looking 
children. They live in Smyrna.” 

"But they are now in England, are they not?” 

"Yes, they came over in March. I rather fancy they’ll 
be going back soon." 

"'Was Miss Emily Anmdell fond of her niece?" 

, "Fond of Bella? Oh, quite. She’s a dull woman- 
wrapped up in her children and that sort of thing." 

. , "Did she approve of the husband ?" 

Miss Peabody chuclded. 

"She didn’t approve of him, but I think she rather 
liked the rascal. He’s got brains, you know. If, you 
, ask me, he was jockeying her along very nicely. Got 
a nose for money, that man.” 

Poirot coughed. 

. "I understand Miss Arundell died a rich woman?" 
he murmured. 

Miss Peabody settled herself more comfortably in her 
chair. 

."Yes, that’s what made all the pother! Nobody 
dreamed she was quite as well off as she was. How it 
came about ^yas this wy. Old General Arundell left quite 
a nice little income — divided equally among his son and 
■ daughters. Some of it was reinvested, and I think every 



investment has done well. There were some origmal 
shares of Mortauld. Now, of course, Thomas and 
bclla took their shares wth them when they married. 
The other three sisters lived here, and they didn’t spend 
0 tenth part of their joint income, it all went back and was 
reinvested. When Matilda died she left her money 
to be divided between Emily and Agnes, and when Agnes 
died she left hers to Emily. And Emily still went on 
spending very little. Result, she died a rich woman 
— ^and the Lawson woman gets it all !" 

Miss Peabody brought out the last sentence as a kind 
of triumphal climax. 

"Did that come as a surprise to you, Miss Peabody?” 

"To tell you the truth, it did I Emily had always 
given out quite openly that at her death her money was 
to be divided between her nieces and her nephew. And 
as a matter of fact, tliat was the way it was in the original 
will. Legacies to the sertmnts and so on and then to be 
divided between Theresa, Charles and Bella. My good- 
ness, there vias a to-do when, after her death, it was" 
found she’d made a new will leaving it all to poor Miss 
Lawson 

"Was the will made just before her death ?” 

Miss Peabody directed a sharp glance at him. 

"Thinking of undue influence ? No, I’m afraid that’s 
no use. And I shouldn’t think poor Lawson had the 
brains or the nerve to attempt anything of the sort. To 
tell you the truth, she seemed as much surprised as any- 
body — or said she was !" 

Poirot . smiled at the addition. 

"The will was made about ten days before her death,” 
went on Miss Peabody. ‘'La^vyer says it’s all right. 
Well — it may be.” 

"You mean — ” Poirot leaned forward, 

"Hanky-panky, that’s what I say," said Miss Peabody. 

' Something fishy somewhere,” 

"Just what exactly is your idea ?” 

Haven’t got one. How should I know where the 
hanky-panky comes in ? I’m not a la\vyer. But there’s 
sometliing queer about it, mark my words.” 
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Poirot said slowly : 

"Has there been any question of contesting the will?- 
"Theresa’s taken counsel’s opinion, I believe. A 
lot of good that’ll do her! What’s a lawyer’s opinion 
nine times out of ten? 'Don’t!’ Five lawyers ad'wsed 
me once against .bringing an action. What did I do ? 
Paid no attention.' Won my case too. They had me in 
the witness box and a clever young vvhippersnapper from 
London tried to make me contradict myself. But he 
didn’t manage it. "You can hardly identify these furs 
positively, Miss Peabody,’ he said. ‘There is no furrier’s 
mark on them.’ 

" ‘That may be,’ I said. ‘But there’s a' dam on the 
lining and if any one can do a dam like that nowadays I’ll 
eat my umbrella.’ Collapsed utterly, he did.” 

Miss Peabody chuckled heartily. 

"I suppose," said Poirot^ cautiously, "that — er — ^feeling 
— runs rather high between Miss Laivson and members 
of Miss Anmdell’s family?” 

"What do you expect ? You know what human nature 
is. Always trouble after a death, anyway. A man or 
woman is hardly cold in their coffin before most of the 
mourners are scratching each other’s eyes out,” 

Poirot sighed. 

, "Too true,” 

"That’s human nature," said Miss Peabody tolerantly. 
Poirot changed to another subject. 

"Is it true that Miss Arundell dabbled in spiritualism ?" 
Miss Peabody’s penetrating eye observed him very 
acutely. 

"If you think,” she said, "that the spirit of John Arun- 
dell came back and ordered Emily to leave her money to 
Mmnie Lawson and that Emily obeyed, I can tell you 
.that you’re very much mistaken. Emily wouldn’t be 
that kind of fool.. If you ask me, she found spiritualism 
one degree better than playing patience or cribbage 
Seen the Tripps ?” 

"No.” 

' "If you had, you’d realize just the sort of silliness it 
was. Irritating women. Always giving you messages 
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from one or other of your relations — and ah\-ays totally 
incongruous ones. They believe it all. So did IS’Iinnie 
Lawson. Oh, well, one way of passing your evenings 
is as good as another, 1 suppose.” 

Poirot tried yet another tack. 

"You Icnow young Charles Arundell, I presume ? \\Tiat 
land of a person is he?" 

"He’s no good. Charmin’ fellow. Almys hard up— 
always in debt — always returning like a bad penny from 
all over the world. ICnows how to get round women all 
right.” She chuckled. "Fve seen too many like him 
to be taken in! Funny son for Thomas to have had, 
I must say. He was a staid old fogy if you like. Model 
of rectitude. All, well, bad blood somewhere, blind 
you,’ I like the rascal — but he’s the kind who would m'ur- 
der his grandmother for a shilling or two quite cheer- 
fully. No moral sense. Odd the way some people 
seem to be born without it.” 

"And his sister ?” 

"Theresa?” Miss Peabody shook her head and said 
slowly, "I don’t know. She’s an exotic creature. Not 
usual. She’s engaged to that namby-pamby doctor dovm 
here. You’ve seen him, perhaps?” 

"Dr. Donaldson.” 

"Yes. Clever in his profession, they say. But he’s 
a poor stick in other ways. Not the sort of young man 
- I'd fancy if I were a young girl. Well, Theresa should 
loiow her mind. She’s had her experiences, I’ll be bound.” 

I'Dr. Donaldson did not attend Miss Anmdellr” 

"He used to when Grainger -nus aw’ay on holiday.” 

"But not in her last illness ?” 

"Don’t think so.” 

Poirot said smiling : 

I gatlier, Miss Peabody, that you don’t think much 
of him as a doctor?” 

Never said so. As a matter of fact, you’re wTong. 
He s sharp enough, and clever enough in his v/ay — ^but 
^ instance. In the old days \vhen 
a child ate too many green apples it had a bilious attack 
and the doctor called it a bilious attack and went home 



and sent you along a few pills from the surgery- Noto-, 
days, you’re told the child sulfers from pronounced aci- 
dosis, that its diet must be supervised and you get the 
same medicine, only it’s in nice little white tablets put 
up by manufacturing chemists and costs you about tmee 
times as much! Donaldson belongs to that school, 
and, mind you, most young mothers prefer it. It sounds, 
better. Not diat that young man will be in this place 
long ministering to measles and bilious attacks. He’s . 
got his eye on London. He’s ambitious. He means to 
specialize." 

"In any particular line?” 

“Serum therapeutics. I think I’ve got it right. The 
idea being that you get one of these nasty hypodermic 
needles stuck into you no matter how well you feel, just 
in case you should catch something. I don’t hold with 
all these messy injections myself." 

"Is Dr. Donaldson experimenting with any particular 
disease ?” 

"Don’t ask me. All I know is a general practitioner’s 
practice isn’t good enough for him. He wants to set 
, up in London. But to do that he’s got to have money 
' and he’s as poor as a church mouse, whatever a church 
mouse may be." 

Poirot murmured : "Sad that real ability is so often 
baulked by lack of money. And yet there are people 
who do not spend a quarter of their incomes." 

"Emily Arundell didn’t,” said Miss Peabody. "It 
was quite a surprise to some people when that will was 
read. The amount, I mean, not the way it was left.” 

"^as it a surprise, do you think, to the members of 
her own family?” 

"That’s telling," said Miss Peabody, screwing up her 
eyes -with a good deal of enjoyment. "I wouldn’t say 
. yes, and I wouldn’t say no. One of ’em had a pretty 
shrewd idea.” 

"Which one ?’’ 

, “Master Charles. He’d done a bit of calculation on 
his own account. He’s no fool, Charles." 

"But a little bit of a rogue, eh?” 



"At any rate, he Isn’t a namby-pamby, stick," said Miss 
Peabody viciously. 

She paused a minute and then asked : 

"Going to get in touch with him?” 

"That was my intention,” Poirot went on solemnly. 
"It seems to me possible that he might have certain 
family papers relating to his grandfather ?" 

"More likely to have made a bonfire of them. No 
respect for his elders, that young man." 

"One must try all avenues,” said Poirot sententiously. 

"So it seems,” said Miss Peabody drily. 

There was a momentary glint in her blue eye that, 
seemed to affect Poirot disagreeably. He rose. 

"I must not trespass any longer on your time, madame. 
I am most grateful for what you have been able to tell 
me," 

"I’ve done my best,” said Miss Peabody. "Seem to 
have got rather a long way from the Indian Mutiny, 
don’t we?" 

She shook hands with us both. 

"Let me know when the book comes out,” was her 
parting remark. "I shall be so interested.” 

And the last thing we heard as we left the room was 
a rich, throaty chuckle. 


CHAPTER XI 
Visit to the Misses Tripp 

"And now,” said Poirot as we re-entered the car, "what 
do we do next?" 

Warned by experience I did not this time suggest a 
return to town. After all, if Poirot was enjoying himself 
in his own fashion, why should I object? ' 

I suggested some tea. 

'|Tea, Hastings? What an idea! Regard the time.” 

'I have regarded it — looked at it, I mean. It’s half- 
, past five. Tea is clearly indicated.” 
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Poirot sighed. . ^ 

“Always the afternoon tea with you English! No, 
tnon ami., no tea for us. In a book of etiquette I read the 
other day that one must not make the afternoon call 
after sis o’clock. To do so is to commit the solecism. 
We have, therefore, but half an hour in which to accom- 
plish our purpose.” . - 

-"How social you are to-day, Poirot! On whom are 
we calling now?" 

"Les demoiselles Tripp.” 

"Are you vmting a book on spiritualism now? Or 
is it still the life of General Arundell ?” 

"It will be simpler than that, my friend. But we must 
inquire where these ladies live." 

Directions were forthcoming readily enough, but of 
a somewhat confused nature, involving as they did a 
series of lanes. The abode of the Misses Tripp turned 
out to be a picturesque cottage — so extremely old-world 
and picturesque that it looked as though it might collapse 
■any minute. 

A child of fourteen or thereabouts opened the door 
' and with difScuIty squeezed herself against the wall 
ufficiently to allow us to pass inside. 

,, The interior was very rich in old oak beams — there 
' j-TOs a big open fireplace and such very small windows 
'that it was difficult to see clearly. All the furniture 
',^was of pseudo-simplicity — ye olde oake for ye cottage 
;■ dweller — there was a good deal of fruit in wooden bowls 
. and large numbers 'of photographs — ^most of them, I 
'^ noticed, of the same two people represented in different 
■poses— usually with bunches of flowers clasped to their 
- breasts or clutching large leghorn picture-hats- 

The child who admitted us had murmured something 
Md disappeared, but her voice was clearly audible in an 
;-upper story ; 

■; “Two gentlemen to see you, miss.” 

Y', A sort of twitter of female voices arose and presently 
^ W'ith a good deal of creaking and rustling a lady descend- 
' ed the staircase and came graciously towards us. 

; She was nearer fifty than forty, her hair was parted in . 


the middle in Madonna fasUon, her eyes^ rv®: town 


» 'Srira sprigged muslin 

here’ to find a certain lady, but she has left ^rket 
Basing and I was told that you would certainly have 
her address." 

"Really? Who was that? 

"Miss Lawson." , 

"Oh, Minnie Lawson. Of course ! We are the great- 
est friends. Do sit down, Mr.— er— ” 

"Parotti— my friend’. Captain Hastings,” 

Miss Tripp acimowledged the introductions, and began 
to fuss a little. 

"Sit here, won’t you— no, please— really, I always 
prefer an upright chair myself. Now, are you sure you 
arc comfortable there ? Dear Minnie Lawson — oh, here 
is my sister." 

More creaking and rustling and we were joined by a 
second lady, dressed in green gingham that would have 
been suitable for a girl of sixteen. 

"My sister Isabel— Mr. — er — ^Parrot— and — er — Cap- 
tain Hawkins, Isabel dear, these gentlemen are friends 
of Minnie Lawson’s." 

Miss Isabel Tripp was less buxom than her sister. She 
might indeed have been described as scraggy. She had 


very fair hair done up into a large quantity of rather messy 
curls. She cultivated a girlish manner and was easily 

r^C _ _ _ 


« gii-AiOLi AuaiuiCi ciiiu Wilo 

recognizable as the subject of most of the flower poses 

in photography. She clasped her hands now in girlish 
excitement. 


seen 


„ ■ — * 

Not for some years,” explained Poirot. "We have 

S f„4v ? tovellmg. 

of L J} astonished and delighted to hear 
the good fortune that had befallen my dd friend" 


"Yes, indeed. And so well deserved! Minnie is. 
such a rare soul. So simple — so earnest.” 

“Julia,” cried Isabel. 

“Yes, Isabel ?" 

“How remarkable: P. You remember the planchctte 
distinctly insisted on P. last night. A visitor from over 
the water and the initial P.” 

"So it did,” agreed Julia. 

Both ladies looked at Poirot in rapt and delighted sur- 
prise. 

“It never lies," said Miss Julia softly, 

“Are you interested at all in the occult, Mr. Parrot?" 

“I have little experience, mademoiselle, but — lilre 
any one who has travelled much in the East, I am bound 
to admit that there is much one does not understand and 
that cannot be explained by natural means," 

"So true,” said Julia. "Profoundly true.” 

“The East," murmured Isabel. "The home of mys- 
ticism and the occult.” 

Poirot’s travelling in the East, as far as I knew, consis- 
ted of one journey to Syria extended to Iraq, and which 
occupied perhaps a few weeks. To judge by his present 
■conversation one would swear that he had spent most 
»f his life in jungles and bazaars and in intimate converse 
with fakirs, dervishes, and mahatmas. 

As far as I could make out the Misses Tripp were 
■ vegetarians, theosophists, British Israelites, Christian 
Scientists, spiritualists and enthusiastic amateur photo-' 
graphers. 

"One sometimes feels," said Julia with a sigh, “that • 
Market Basing is an impossible place to live. There 
js no beauty here — ^no soul. One must have soul, don’t 
you think so. Captain Hawkms?" 

"Quite,” I said, slightly embarrassed. "Oh, quite,” 

• ‘'Where there is no vision the people perish” quoted 
Isabel with a sigh. "I have often tried to discuss things 
with the vicar, but I find him most painfully narrow. 
Don’t you think, Mr. Parrot, that any definite creed is 
bound to be narrozeingV’ 

“And everything is so simple, really,” put in her sis- 



ter. "As we know so well, everything is joy and love!” 

“As you say, as you sa}^," said Poirot. “Wiiat a pity 
it seems that misunderstandings and quarrels should 
arise — especially . over money." 

"Money is so sordid," sighed Julia. 

“I gather that the late Miss Arundell was one of your • 
converts?” said Poirot. 

The two sisters looked at each other. 

"I wonder,” said Isabel. 

"We were never quite sure," breathed Julia. “One 
minute she seemed to be convinced and then she would 
say something — so — so ribald." 

“Ah, but you remember that last manifestation,” said 
Julia. “That was really most remarkable." She turned 
to Poirot. "It was the night dear Miss Arundell was 
taken ill. My sister and I went round after dinner and 
we had a sitting — just the four of us. And you know 
we saw — we all three saw — 7nost distinctly, a kind of halo 
around Miss Arundcll’s head." 

‘'Comment?’’ 

“Yes. It was a kind of luminous haze." She turned 
to her sister. “Isn’t that how you would describe it, 
Isabel ?” 

'^Ycs. Yes, just that. A luminous haze gradually 
surrounding Miss Arundell’s head — an aureole of faint 
light. It was a sign — we know that now — ^a sign that she 
was about to pass over to the other side." 

"Remarkable," said Poirot in a suitably impressed 
voice. ‘ "It ^^•as dark in the room, yes ?" 

“Oh, yes, we always get better results in the dark, 
and it ^vas quite a warm evening, so we didn’t even have 
the lire on.” 

“A most interesting spirit spoke to us," said Isabel. 

“Fatima, her name was. She told us she had passed 
over in the time of tlic Crusades. She gave us a most 
beautiful message." 

“She actually spoke to you ?” 

"No, not direct voice. She rapped it out. Love. 
Hope. Life. Beautiful words." 

“And Miss Arundell was actually taken ill at the scaucc ?” 
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"It was just after. Some sandwiches and port wine 
were brought in, and dear Miss Arundell said she wouldn’t 
have any as she wasn’t feeling very well. That was the 
beginning of her illness. Mercifully, she did not have 
to endure much suffering." _ ^ 

"She passed over four days later,” said Isabel;^ 

"And we have already had messages from her,” said 
Julia eagerly. "Saying that she is very happy and that , 
everything is beautiful and that she hopes that there is 
love and peace among all her dear ones.” 

Poirot coughed. 

"That — er — ^is hardly the case, I fear.” 

"The relations have behaved disgracefully to poor 
Minnie,” said Isabel. Her face flushed with indigna- 
tion. 

_ "Minnie is the most mworldly soul,” chimed in Julia. 

‘Teople have gone about saying the tmkindest things — ■ 
that she schemed for this money to be left her!” • 

"When really it was the greatest surprise to her — ” 

"She could hardly believe her ears when tlie latvyer 
' read the will — " 

"She told us so herself. ‘Julia,’ she said to me. ‘My 
dear, you could have knocked me over with a feather. 
Just a few bequests to the servants and then Littlegreen 
House and the residue of my estate to Wilhelmina Law- 
son.’ She was so flabbergasted she could hardly speak. 
And when she could she asked how much it would be — . 
thinking perhaps it would be a few thousand pounds — 
and Mr. Purtds, after humming and hawing and talking 
about confusing things like gross and net personalities 
said it would he in the neighbourhood of three hundred 
and seventy-five thousand pounds. Poor Minnie nearly 
fainted, she told us.” 

"She had no idea," the other sister reiterated. "She 
never thought of such a thing happening!” 

"That is what she told you, yes?” 

"Oh, yes, she repeated it several times. And that’s 
what makes it so wicked of the Arundell family to go on 
as they have done — cold-shouldering her and treating 
her vath suspicion. After all, this is a free country — ” 
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"English people seem to labonr airier: drn; rris^rere.- 
hension," murmured Poirot. 

"And I should hope cny one cm ieii’a: ireir rr.-r-. ~ 
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Isabel drew back a little. 

“Oh, well — one would hardly do that.** 

Poirot smiled. 

"No, perhaps not....” 

"You see, Mr. Parrot,” put in Julia, "she regards it 
IS a trust — sacred trust.” 

“And she is quite willing to do something for Mrs. 
Panics or for the Tanios children," went on Isabel. 
‘Only she doesn’t want hint to get hold of it.” 

"She even said she would consider making Theresa 
an allowance..” 

“And that, I think, was very generous of her — consi- . 
dering the off-hand way that girl has ahrays treated her.” 

"Indeed, htr. Parrot, Minnie is the most generous of 
creatures. iBut there now, you know her, of course!" 

"Yes,” said Poirot. "I know her. But I still do not 
know — ^her address." 

"Of course! How stupid of me! Shall I write it 
down for you?” 

“I can write it down." 

Poirot produced the invariable notebook. 

"17 Clanroyden Mansions, W.2. Not very far from 
Whiteleys. You’ll give her our love, won’t you? We 
haven’t heard from her just lately." 

. Poirot rose and I followed suit. 

• “I have to thank you both very much," he declared, 
"for a most charming talk, as well as for your kindness 
in supplying me with my friend’s address." 

' "I wonder they didn’t give it to you at the house,” 
exclaimed Isabel. “It must be that Ellen! Serv'ants 
are so jealous and so small-minded. They used to be quite 
rude to Minnie sometimes.” 

Julia shook hands in a grande .dame manner. 

"We have enjoyed your visit,” she declared graciously. 
"I wonder — " 

She flashed a glance of inquiry at her sister. 

“You would, perhaps — "Isabel flushed a little. “Would 
you, that is to say, stay and share our evening meal? 
A very simple one — some shredded, raw vegetables, 
brown bread and butter, fniit." 


"It sounds delicious," Poirot snid lir.stily. "But nlas! 
my friend and I }iavc to return to London," 

With renewed handshaking and messages to be deli- 
vered to Miss Lawson, we at last made our exit. 


CHAPTER xn 

Poirot Discusses the Case 

"Thank goodness, Poirot,” I said with fervour, "you 
got us out of those raw carrots 1 ^^^lat awful women!" 

"Pour iiotts mi hon biftcch — ^^vith the fried potatoes — 
and a good bottle of wine. 'WJjat should we have had to 
drink there, I wonder ?” 

"Well water, I should think,” I replied with a shudder. 
"Or non-alcoholic cider. It was that kind of place! 
I bet tlicrc’s no batli and no sanitation except an earth 
closet in the garden!" 

"Strange liow women enjoy living an uncomfortable 
life," said Poirot thoughtfully. "It is not always poverty 
though they arc good at making the best of stniitcncd 
circumstances." 

"What orders for the chauffeur now?" I asked as I 
negotiated the last bend of the winding lanes, and we 
emerged on the road to Market Basing. "On what 
local light do we call next? Or do we return to 'I'iic 
George and interrogate the asthmatic \\-aitcr once more ?" 

"You will be glad to hear, Hastings, that we ha%'c 
finished with Market Basing — " 

"Splendid.” ' 

"For the moment only. I shall return!" 

".Still on the track of your unsuccessful murderer?" 

"Exactly.” 

"Did you learn anything from the fandango of non- 
sense we’ve just been listening to ?" 

Poirot said precisely ; 

"'riierc were certain points dcseiwing of attention. 
Tlie various cliaracters in our dmma begin to emerge 



more clearly. In some ways it resembles, docs it not, 
a novelette of olden days. The humble companion, 
once despised, is raised to affluence and now plays tlie 
part of lady bountiful.” • • 

“I should imagine that such a patronage must be very 
galling to people who regard themselves as the rightful 
heirs !” 

"As you say, Hastings. Yes, that is very true.” 

We drove. oh in silence for some nunutes. We had, 
passed through Market Basing and were now once more 
on the main road. I hummed to myself softly the tune 
of "Little Man, You’ve Had a Busy Day." - ' 

"Enjoyed yourself, Poirot?” I asked at last. 

Poirot said coldly : 

"I do not know quite what you mean by 'enjoyed your- 
self,’ Hastings." 

"Well,” I said, "it seemed to me you’ve been treating 
yourself to a busman’s holiday!” 

"You do not think that I am serious ?” 

"Oh, you’re sertms enough. But this business seems 
to be of the academic kind. You’re tackling it for your 
own mental satisfaction. What I mean is — it’s not 
real" 

"Au contraire, it is intensely real.” 

, "I express myself badly. \^at I mean is, if there 
were a question of helping our old lady, of protecting 
her against further attack — ^well, there would be some 
excitement then. But as it is, I can’t help feeling that 
as she is dead, why worry." 

"In that case, man ami, one would not investigate a 
murder case at alll” 

"No, no, no. That’s quite different. I mean, then 
you have a body.,,. Oh, dash it alll" 

“Do not enrage yourself. I comprehend perfectly. 
You make a distinction between a body and a mere decease. 
Supposing, for instance, that Miss Arundell had died 
-with sudden and alarming violence instead of respecta- 
bly of a long-standing illness— then you W'ould not remain 
indifferent to my efforts to discover the truth?” 

"Of course I wouldn’t.” 


"But nil the same, some one did attempt to murder licr ?" 

"Yes, but they didn’t succeed. That mahes nil the 
diftcrcncc." 

"It docs not intrigue you at all to know xcho attempted 
to kill her?" 

"Well, yes, it docs in a w.y." 

"We have a very* restricted circle," said Poirot musing- 
ly. "That tltrcad — " 

"The thread which you merely deduce from a nail in 
the sldrting-board 1" I interrupted. "Wiy, that nail 
may have been tlicrc for years!" 

"No. The varnish was qtiitc fresh.” 

"Well, I still think there might be all sorts of expla- 
nations of it." 

"Give me one." 

At the moment I could not think of anything sufil- 
cicntly plausible. Poirot took advantage of my silence 
to sweep on with his discourse. 

"Yes, a restricted circle. That thread could only 
have been stretched across the top of the stairs after 
every one had gone to bed. 'ritcrcfore we h.avc only 
llic occupants of the house to const'dcr. That is to say, 
the guilt lies between seven people. Dr. Tanios. 
Mrs. ' Tanios. Theresa Arundcll. Charles Arundell. 
Miss Lawson. Ellen. Cook." 

"Surely you can leave the servants out of it." 

"They received legacies, viou char. And there 
have been other reasons — spite — a quarrel — dishonesty—- 
one cannot be certain." 

"It seems to me vciy- unlikely.” 

"Unlikely', I agree. But one must take all possibilitic.s 
into consideration." 

"In that case, you must allow for eight people, no* 
seven.” 

"How so ?" 

I felt I was about to score a point. 

"You mu.st include Miss Arundcll herself. ' ■ 

you know she may not have stretched that tliixac r” 
the stairs in order to trip up some other memt'- • 
house-party ?" 



Poirot slirugged his shoulders. 

"It is a bethe you say there, my friend. If Miss Arun- 
dell laid a trap, she would be careful not to fall into it 
herself. It was she who fell do\Yn the stairs, remember.” 

I retired crestfallen. 

Poirot went on in a thoughtful voice : 

"The sequence of events is quite clear — ^the fall — ^the 
letter to me— the .visit' of the lawyer— but there is. one 
doubtful point. Did Miss Anmdell deliberately hold 
back the letter to me, hesitating to post it ? Or did she, 
once having written it, assume it was^ posted ?" 

"That we can’t possibly tell," I said. 

"No. We can only guess. Personally, I fancy that 
she assumed it had been posted. She must have been 
surprised at getting no reply...." 

. My thoughts had been busy in another direction. 

"Do you think this spiritualistic nonsense counted 
at all?" I asked. "I mean, do you think, in spite of 
Miss Peabody’s ridiculing of the suggestion, that a com- 
mand was given at one of these sdances that she should 
alter her will and leave her money to the Lawson woman ?’’ 

Poirot shook his head doubtfully. 

"That does not seem to fit in with the general impression 
I have formed of Miss Arundeil’s character." 

"The Tripp women say that Miss Lawson was' com- 
pletely taken aback when the will was read,” I said 
thoughtfully. 

“That is what she told them, yes," agreed Poirot. 

"But you don’t believe it?" 

"Moh ami — ^you Imow my suspicious nature ! I believe' 
nothing that any one says unless it can be confirmed or 
corroborated." 

"That’s right, old boy,” I said affectionately. "A 
thoroughly nice, trustful nature.” 

. '"‘He. says,’ ‘she says,’ ‘they say.’ Bah! what does 
' that mean ? Nothing at all. It may be absolute truth. 
It may be useful falsehood. Me, I deal only with/oct^.” 

“And the facts are ?" 

"Miss Arundell had a fall. That nobody disputes. 
The fall was not a natural one— jt was contrived." 
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"The evidence for that beinc- that nercc!-; a ^ 

so!" “ . . , _ 

"Not at all. There is the evidecre cf —ar, 

evidence of Miss Anindell’s letter tr ~e. 
of the dog ha\dng been out tha: r:^aa. — ^ ~aarar 
of Miss Arundell’s words about lae jur ara ate trazza 
and Bob’s ball. All these thirgs are 'azz' 

"And the next fact, please:' 

"The next fact is the ar-swer tt rtr tza£ ztzti'arr 
"Who benefits by Miss ArtaaaeiTs ~ .erazz — 
b'liss Lawson." 

“The wicked compacioa! C~ zz ' zz 

others thought they vzre ~zr z r^zzt - — az 
the time of the accident tnez — ~ — =- zzzznz 
"Exactly, Hastings. Tzz is t±~ zl zr ezzzz 
under suspicion. Tnere is aisr ^ zzzaz Ztz 

Lawson took pains to - ~ z— _ . 

that Bob had been cat aZ ■ ~ 

"You call that snsrintzs:*' 

"Not at all. I rttzin -z’ - " ^ 


natural concern for the tii >— e ' — 

is by far the most = ~ 

^ I looked at Pcirct siizzk 3 z 

slippery. ‘ ' ' “ 

"A'liss Pealwdr ^ ^ 

‘hanky-pank}-’ ahczr'ze zil ■' —..ZT^ _ ' 

suppose she'mearr z- ~ — z. 

^ "It was, I r.-— 

"Undue fnfrzz- r 

thoughtfu/iy. L-hri r z— 

Arundeil t«z zr£ -Z — — '-z-- zzn- 


"BnatrzhA 
Hastings:'" 

I stared at h 
"i\Iy dear p. 
He smiled. 





with enthusiasm Christian Science, vegetarianism, theo- 
sophy and spiritualism does not really constitute a damn- 
ing indictment of those subjects! ■ Because a foolish 
woman will tell you a lot of nonsense about a fake scarab 
which she has bought from a rascally dealer, that does 
not necessarily bring discredit on the. general subject 
of Egyptology r* _ __ _ _ . 

"Do you mean you believe in spiritualism, Poirot?” 

"I have an open inind on .the subject. I have never 
studied any of its manifestations myself, but it must be 
accepted that many men of science and learning have pro- 
nounced themselves, satisfied that there are pheno- 
mena which cannot be accounted for by — ^shall we say 
die credulity of a Miss Tripp?” 

"Then you believe in this rigmarole of an aureole 
of light surrounding Miss Arundell’s head?" 

Poirot waved a hand. 

"I was speaking generally — rebuking yoiu* attitude 
of quite unreasoning scepticism. I may say that, having 
formed a certain opinion of Miss Tripp and her sister, 

I should examine vQtj carefully any fact they presented 
for my notice. Foolish women, mon ami, are foolish 
women, whether riiey are talking about spiritualism or 
politics or the relation of the sexes or die tenets of the ' 
Buddhist faith.” 

"Yet you listened to what they had to say very care- 
fully,” ' 

“That has been my task to-day — to listen. To hear 
what every one has got to tell me about these seven 
people — ^and mainly, of course, the five people primarily 
concerned. Already _we Imow certain aspects of these 
people. Take Miss Lawson. From the Misses Tripp we 
learn, she \TOs devoted, unselfish, unworldly and altogether 
a beautiful character. From: Miss Peabody we learn 
that she ivas credulous, stupid, without the nerve or the 
brains to attempt anything criminal. From Dr. Grain- 
. ger we leam that she was do^yntrodden, that her position 
vns precarious, and that she was a poor 'frightened, 
fluttering hen,’ were, I think, the words he used. From 
our tvaiter we learned that Miss Lawson was 'a person,’ 



and from Ellen that Bob, the dog, despised her ! Every 
one, you see, saw lier from a slightly different angle. 
That is the same with the otlicrs. Nobody s opinion ox 
Charles Arundell’s morals seems to have been high, but 
nevertheless they vary in their manner of speaking of 
him. Dr. Grainger calls him indulgently ‘an irreverent 
j'Qung devil,’ Miss Peabody says he would murder his 
grandmother for twopence but clearly prefers a rascal 
to a ‘stick.’ Miss Tripp hints not only that he would 
do a criminal action but that he has done one — or more. 
These sidelights are all _ very useful and interesting. 
They lead to the next tiling.” 

“mich is?” 

"To see for ourselves, my friend." 


CH.M'TER Xm 
Theresa Armddl 


On the folloiving morning we made our way to the 
address given’ us by Dr. Donaldson, 

I suggested to Poirot that a visit to the Ia^^7e^, Mr. Pur- 
vis, might be a good thing, but Poirot negatived the idea 
strongl}'. 

“No, indeed, my friend. l^Tiat could we say — what 
reason could wc advance for seeking information?" 

"you’re usually pretty ready with reasons, Poirot! 
Any old lie would do, wouldn’t it?” 

"On the contrary, my friend, ‘any old lie,’ as you put 
it, would not do,_ Not with a laivyer. We should be — 
how do j’ou say it ?— throivn out with the flea upon the 
car. ^ 


' Oh, well,” I said. "Don’t let us risk t/ict!” 

So, as I Jiave said, we set out for the flat occupied by 
Theresa Arundell. Jt n-as situated in a block at Chelsea 
overlooking the river. It was furnished expensively 
modem style, witli gleammg chromium and thick 
mgs With geometric designs upon them. 



We were kept waiting a few minutes and then a ^rl, 
entered the room and looked at us inquiringly. 

Theresa Arundell looked about twenty-eight or nine. 
She was tall and very slender, and she looked rather like 
an exaggerated drawing in black and white. Her hair 
was jet black— her _ face heavily made-up, dead pale. 
Her eyebrows, freakishly plucked, gave her an air of mock- 
ing irony. Her lips were the only spot of colour, a 
brilliant gash of scarlet in a white face. She also conveyed 
the impression — ^Irow I do not quite know, for her manner 
was almost wearily indifferent — of being at least twice 
as much alive as most people. _ There hung about her 
the restrained energy of a whiplash. 

With an air of cool inquiry she looked from me to 
Poirot. 

Wearied (I hoped) of deceit, Poirot had on this occa- 
sion sent in his o%vn card. She was holding it now in 
her fingers, twirling it to and fro. 

'T suppose,” she said, “you’re M. Poirot?" 

Poirot bowed in his best manner. 

"At your service, naademoiselle. You permit me to 
trespass for a few moments of your valuable time ?" 

With a faint imitation of Poirot’s manner, she replied : 

"Enchanted, M, Poirot.- Pray sit dovm.” 

Poirot sat, rather gingerly, on a low square easy-chair. 
■I took an upright one of webbing and chromium. Theresa 
sat negligently on a low stool in front of the fireplace. 
She offered us both cigarettes. We refused and she 
lighted one herself. 

“You know my name perhaps, mademoiselle?” 

She nodded. 

"Little friend of Scotland Yard. That’s right, isn’t it ?” 

Poirot, I tliink, did not much relish this description. 
He said with some importance : 

"I concern myself with problems of crime, mademoi- 
selle.” 

"How frightfully thrilling,” said Theresa Anmdell 
in a bored voice. "And to think I’ve lost my autograph 
book!” 

"The matter with which I concern myself is this," 



continued Poirot. "Yesterday I received a letter from 
your aunt.” 

. Her eyes — ^\'ery long, almond-shaped eyes — opened 
a little. She puffed smoke in a cloud. 

"From my ount, hi. Poirot?” 

"That is what I said, mademoiselle.” 

She murmured : 

"Pm sorry if I’m spoiling sport in any way, hut really, 
you know, there isn’t any such person ! All my aunts 
are riiercifully dead. TJie last died two months ago,” 

“Miss Emily Arundcll ?" 

"Yes, Miss Emily Arundcll. You don’t receive letters 
from corpses, do you, M. Poirot ?” 

"Sometimes I do, mademoiselle." 

"How macabre 1” 

But there was a new note in her voice — a note suddenly 
alert and watchful. 

"And what did my aunt sa 3 % M. Poirot ?” 

"Thnt, mademoiselle, I can hardly tell j’ou Just at 
present. It was, you see, a somewhat” — he coughed — 
"delicate matter." 

There was silence for a minute or two. Theresa 
Arundcll smoked. Then she said : 

“It all .sounds delightfully huslj-hush. But where 
exactly do I come in?" 

"I hoped, mademoiselle, tliat you might consent to 
answer a few questions.” 

“Questions ? What about ?” 

"Questions of a family nature.” 

Again I saw lier eyes widen. 

"That sounds rather pompous 1 Supposing you give 
me a specimen.” 

"Certainl)'. Can 3 ’’ou tell me the present address of 
your brother Charles ?" 

The eyes narrowed again. Her latent energy was 
less app.arcnt. It was as tliough she withdrew into a 
shell. 

"I’m afraid I can’t. We don’t correspond much. I 
rather think he has left England." 

"I sec.” 



Poirot -was silent for a minute or two. 

"Was that all you wanted to know?” 

“Oh, I have other questions. For one-~are you ^satis- 
fied with the way in which your atmt disposed - of her 
fortune ? For another— how long have you been engaged 
to Dr. Donaldson ?" ‘ ■ 

"You do jump about, don’t you?” , 

”Eh bien?" 

“Eh bien — since we are so foreign! — ^my answer to 
both those questions is that they are none of your busi- 
ness ! Qa ne vans regarde pas, M. Hercule Poirot'’ 

Poirot studied her for a moment or two attentively. 
Then, with no trace of disappointment, he got up. 

"So it is like that 1 Ah, well, perhaps it is not surprising- 
Allow me, mademoiselle, to congratolate you upon your 
French accent. And to wish you a very good morning. 
Come, Hastings." 

We had reached the door when the girl spoke. The 
simile of a wliiplash came again into my mind. She did 
not move from her position, but the two words were like 
the flick of a whip. 

"Come back!" she said. 

Poirot obeyed slowly. He sat do\vn again and looked 
at her inquiringly. 

"]>t's stop playing the fool,” she said. "It’s just 
possible that you might be useful to me, M. Hercule 
Poirot.” 

“Delighted, mademoiselle — and how ?” 

Betiveen two puffs of cigarette smoke she said very 
quietly and evenly : 

"Tell me how to break that will.” 

, "Surely a lawyer — ” 

"Yes, a lawyer, perhaps— if I knew the right lawyer. 
But the only la%vyers I know are respectable men ! Their 
advice is that the will holds good in law and that any 
attempt to contest it will be useless expense,” 

"But you do not believe tliem?” 

"I believe there is always a way to do things — if you 
don’t mind being unscrupulous and are prepared to pay. 
Well, I am prepared to pay” 


"And you take it for granted that I am prepared to be 
unfcrupulous if I am paid 

"I’ve found that to he true of most people! I don't 
see ^vhy you should be an exception. People always 
protest about their honesty and their rectitude to begin 
with, of course." 

"Just so, that is part of the game, eh ? But what, 
given that I \t^s prepared to be — unscrupulous — do you 
think I could do ?” 

"I don’t IvHOW. But you’re a clever man. Every one 
Imows that. You could think out some scheme.” 

"Such as?" 

Theresa Arundcll shrugged her shoulders. 

"That’s your business. Steal the will and substitute 
a forgerj'.... Kidnap the Lawson woman and frighten 
her into saying she bullied Aunt Emily into making it. 
Produce a later will made on old Emily’s deathbed.” 

."Your fertile imagination talvcs my breath away, made- 
moiselle!” 

"Well, what is j'our answer ? I’ve been frank enough. 
If it’s righteous refusal, there’s the door." 

"It is not righteous refusal — yet — " said Poirot. 

Theresa Arundcll laughed. She looked at me. 

“Your friend,” she obsen'cd, "looks shocked. Shall 
we send him out to chase himself round the block ?" 

Poirotaddressed himself tome with some slight irritation. 

"Control, I pray of 3'ou, your beautiful and upright 
nature, Hastings. I demand pardon for my friend, 
mademoiselle. He is, as vou have perceived, honest. 
But he is also faitliful. His loyalty to mvself is absolute. 
In any ease, let me emphasize this point — " he looked 
at her ver}'' hard — " whatever we are about to do will 
be strictly within tlie law.” 

She raised her eyebrows slightly. 

"The Law," said Poirot thoughtfulh’, “has a lot of latitude." 

"I see,” she smiled faintly. "All right, we’ll let that 
be understood. Do j'ou want to discuss vour share 
of the booty — if there turns out to be any booty.'” 

“That, also, can be understood. Some nice little 
pickings — that is all I ask." 



"Done," said Theresa. 

Poirot leant forward. _ ^ , 

“Now listen, mademoiselle, usually — in ninety-nme 
cases out of a hundred cases, shall we say — I am o:^ the 
side of the law. The hundredth — ^\vell, the hundredth 
is different. For one thing, it is usually much' more 
lucrative.... But it has to be done very quietiy, you 
understand — ^very, very quietly. My reputation,, it must 
not suffer, I have to be careful." 

Theresa Arundell nodded. ; 

"And I must have all the facts of the easel I must 
have the truth! You comprehend that once one knows 
the truth it is an easier matter to know just what lies to 
tell!” 

"That seems eminently reasonable.” 

"Very well then. Now, on what date was this . will 
made ?" 

"On April 21st." 

"And the previous will?” 

“Aunt Emily made a will five years ago.” 

"Its provisions being — ?” 

"After a legacy to Ellen and one to a former cook, all 
her property was to be divided between the children 
of her brother Thomas and the children of her sister 
Arabella." 

"Was this money left in trust?” 

"No, it was left to us absolutely," 

"Now be careful. Did you all know the provisions 
of this will?” 

"Oh, yes. Charles and I knew — ^and Bella knetv too. 
'lunt Emily made no secret of it. In fact, if any of us 
isked for a loan she would usually say, Wou’ll have all 
ny money when I’m dead and gone. Be content with 
hat fact.’ " 

"Would she have refused a loan if there had been a 
;ase of illness or any dire necessity?” 

"No, I don’t think she would,” said Theresa slowly. 
“But she considered you all had enough to live on ?” 
"She considered so — ^yes.” 

There was bitterness in that voice. 
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“But you — did not?” 

Theresa waited a minute or two before spcaliing. 
Then she said : 

"My father left us tliirty thousand pounds each. The 
interest on that, safely invested, amounts to about twelve 
hundred a year. Income-tax takes another wedge off it. 
A nice little income on which one can manage very 
prettily. But I — " her voice changed, her slim body 
straightened, her head went back — all that wonderful 
aliveness I had sensed in her came to the fore — ^"but 
I want something better than that out of life! I want 
the best! The best food, the best clothes — something 
with line to it — beauty — ^not just suitable covering in 
the prevailing fashion. I want to live and enjoy — to 
go to the Mediterranean and lie in the warm summer 
sea — to sit round a table and play with exciting wads of 
money — to give parties — wild, absurd, extravagant par- 
ties — I want everything that’s going in this rotten world — 
and I don’t want it some day — I want it nowl" 

Her voice was wonderfully exciting, warm, exhilara- 
ting, into.xicating. 

Poirot was studying her intently. 

“And you have, I fancy, had it now?” 

“Yes, Hercule— I’ve had it!" 

“And how much of the thirty thousand is left ?” 

She laughed suddenly. 

“Two hundred and twenty-one pounds, fourteen 
and scvcnpcnce. That’s tJie exact balance. So you 
sec, little man, you’ve got to be paid by results. No 
results — ^no fees." 

“In th.at case,” said Poirot in a matter-of-fact manner, 
“there will certainly be results." 

"You’re a great little man, Hercule. I’m glad we got 
together." 

Poirot went on in a business-like way : 

"Tlicrc arc a few things tJiat arc actually accessary 
that I should know. Do you drug?" 

"No, never." 

"Drink?” 

“Quite heavily — ^but not for the love of it. IMy crowd 



drinks and I drink with them, but I could give it up t<5-. 
morrow." . -I . 

"That is very satisfactory.” . / . ' 

She laughed. . ■ / 

"I shan’t give the show away in my cups, Hemulc.”, 
Poirot proceeded ; / , 

"Love affairs?” / ; 

"Plenty in the past." / 

"And the present?” { 

"Only Rex.” 

"That is Dr. Donaldson?” 

"Yes.” 

"He seems, somehow, very alien from the life you 
mention." 

"Oh, he is.” 

"And yet you care for him. Wiry, I wonder ?” • '■ 

"Oh, what are reasons ? Why did Juliet fall for , 
Romeo?” 

“Well, for one thing, with all due deference to Shake- 
speare, he happened to be the first man she had seen.” 

Theresa said slowly : "Rex vrasn’t the first man ■ I 
saw;— not by a long way.” She added in a lower voice,. 
"But I think — I feel — lie’ll be the last man I’ll ever see.” 
"And he is a poor man, mademoiselle.” 

She nodded. 

"And he, too, needs money?” , ■ 

"Desperately. Oh, not for the reasons I did. -He 
doesn’t want luxury — or beauty — or excitement — or any 
of these things. He’d wear tlie same suit untU it went 
into holes — ^and eat a congealed chop every day for lunch 
quite happily, and %vash in a cracked tin bath. If he had 
money it would all go on test-tubes and a laboratory- 
and all the rest of it. He’s ambitious. His profession 
means everything to him. It means more to him than — J 
do," 

“He Icnew that you would come into money when Miss 
Arundell died ?” 

"I told him so. Oh ! after we were engaged. He isn’t 
really marrying me for my money if that is what you are 
getting at" 
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"You are still engaged?" 

"Of course \vc arc." 

Poirot did not reply. His silence seemed to disquiet 
her. 

"Of course we are," she repeated sharply. And then 
she added, "You— have 3'ou seen him?”_ 

"I saw him yesterday — ^at Market Basing.” 

"Why? What did you saj' to him?" 

"I said nothing. I only asked him for your brother’s 
address." 

"Charles?” Her voice was sharp again. "What did 
you want with Charles ?" 

"Charles ? Who wants Charles ?” 

It was a new voice — 0 delightful, man’s voice. 

A bronzed-faced young man with an agreeable grin 
strolled into tlic room. 

"Who is talking about me?” he asked. "I heard my 
name in the 'hall, but I didn’t eavesdrop. They were 
very particular about eavesdropping at Borstal. Now 
then, Theresa, my girl, what’s all this ? Spill the besns.” 


CHAPTER XIY 
Charles ArundeU 

1 must confess that from the moment I set eye; or. h:’m 
I entertained a sneaking liking for Cka.rle^ Ar.-deil. 
There u-as sometJiing so debonair and carefree iho-Ji 
him. His eyes had an agreeable and hurno.'or-c twici-v 
and his grin was one of the most disamain^ I have er.-er 
encountered. 

He came across the room and sat do™ cn the rr.cc of 
one of the massive, upholstered chain. 

"What’s it all about, old girl ?" he arhed. 

"This is M. Hercule Poirot, Charles. Ke h 'rer^.'-od 
to — er — do some dirty work for tis t; refrrr. for a arnah' 
consideradoa,” 

"I protest," cried Poirot "/ia dlnj 




we say a little harmless deception of some kind — so that 
the original intention of the testator is carried out? Let 
us put it tltat way." / 

"Put it any way, you like,” said Charles agre^bly. 
'’Whzt made Theresa think of you, I wonder ?” / 

"She did not," said Poirot quickly. "I came here of 
my own accord.” _ / . 

“Offering your services?” ■ ' - 

"Not quite that I was asking for you. Your sister 
told me you had gone abroad." 

"Theresa," said Charles, "is a very careful sister. _ She 
hardly ever makes a mistake. In fact, she’s suspicious 
as the devil." , , . 

He smiled at her affectionately, but she did not smile 
back. She looked worried and tlioughtful. 

"Surely,” said Charles, "we’ve got things the wrong 
way round? Isn’t M. Poirot famous for tracking down 
criminals? Surely not for aiding and abetting them?" 
"We’re not criminals,” said Theresa sharply. ' 

"But we’re quite \rilling to be," said Charles affably. 
'Td thought of a spot of forgery myself — that’s rather 
my line. I got sent down from Oxford because of a , 
little misunderstanding about a cheque. That was 
childishly simple, though — ^merely a question of adding 
a nought. Then there was anotlrer little fracas with 
Aunt Emily and the local bank. Foolish on my part, 
of course. I ought to have realized the old lady was 
sharp as needles. However, all these incidents have 
been very small fry — fivers or tenners — ^tliat class. A 
deathbed will would be admittedly risky. One would 
have to get hold of the stiff and starched Ellen and — ^is 
suborn the word? — anyway, induce her to say she had 
witnessed it. It would take some doing, I fear. I might 
even marry her and then she %vouldn’t be able to give 
evidence against me afterwards.” 

He griruied amiably at Poirot. 

"I feel sure you’ve installed a secret dictaphone- and 
Scotland Yard is listening in," he said. 

"Your problem inlcrc.sUs me," said Poirot with a -touch 
of reproof in his maiuier. "Naturally I could not cxinnive 
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at anything against the law. But there arc more -n-nys 
than one — " Kc stopped ■ significantly. 

Charles Arundcll shrugged his graceful shoulders. 

"I’ve no doubt there’s an equal choice of devious ways 
inside the law," he said agreeably. "You should know." 

"By- whom was the will witnessed? I mean the one 
made on April 21st?" 

"Purvis brought do\ra his cleric and the second witness 
was the gardener.” 

"It was signed then in Mr. Pur\ds’s presence?” 

"It was.” 

"And Mr. Purvis, I fancy, is a man of tlic highest res- 
pectability ?" 

"Purvis, Purvis, Charlesworth and once more Purvis 
are just about as respectable and impeccable as the Bank 
of England," said Charles. 

"lie didn’t like making the will,” said Theresa. "In 
an ultra-correct fashion I believe he even tried to dissuade 
Aunt Emily from making it,” 

Charles said sharply : 

"Did he tell you that, Theresa ?" 

"Yes. I went to see him again j’cstcrday." 

"It’s no good, my sweet — j'ou ought to realize that. 
Only piles up the six and cightpcnccs." 

Theresa shrugged her shoulders. 

Poirot said : 

"I will ask of you to give me as much information as 
5'ou can about the last weeks of hliss .\rundel!'s life. 
Now', to begin with, I understand that j'ou and j'our 
brother and also Dr. Tanios and liis wife st.aycd there 


for Easter?” 

"Yes, we did.” 

"Did anytliing happen of significance during that 


week-end ?” 

"I don’t think so.” 

"Nothing? But I thought — ” 

Charles broke in. 

"mat a self-centred creature you arc, Theresa. -No- 
thing of significance happened to I 
lovc *6 young dre^m I Let me tell you, M- Poirot, ? 





"Thought I did.” Charles avoided her eye, 

Poirot asked : ■ 

''And what did you say, Mr. Anindell?" 

I? said Charles airily. "Oh, I just laughed. No 
good cutting up rough. That’s not the way. ‘Tust as 
you please Aunt Enaily,’ I said. ‘Bit of a blow, perhaps, 
but after all, it s your own money and you can do what 
you like with it. 

"And your aunt’s reaction to that?” 

,'vell-very well, indeed. She said, 

• j <’/-? “ sportsman, Charles.’ And I 

smd, Got to take the rough with the smooth. As a S4r 
of fact, if I ve no expectations, what about giving^e a 
tenner now?” And she said I was an imlSt hoJ 
and actually parted with a fiver.” mpudent boy 

“w n feelings very cleverly." 

"S’ didn^ ?" ^ ^ seriously." 

yo“ nught call a gesture 
on the old be^s part. She tvanted to frighten ^us all 
;,Id a pretty s^ewd suspicion that after a ffvZeeL nr 
■perhaps months she d tear that will i.,, cu or 

hot 0 ^ family, Aunt My. Cd Ta maLT%Pr 
I believe that’s what she have done t 5"; 

died so confoundedly suddenly " ^ ^ 

W’ said Poirot. "It is an interesting idea that” 
He remained silent for a minute or two, then wJnt on' • 

bear'd turrn5eSn^^°“' inst^ice.^" 

turned a thoughtful glance on Theresa 
And you knew nothing of this ?" 

she could answer, Charles broke in • 
you™ ’ ®“'’ ^ ' ““ yo-or hinted to 

fixSirorThetlS^thl^”'- '"oting 

.) ineresa, and there was an anxiety, a fixity. 


bouf his gaze that seemed out of all proportion to the 

ubject matter. 

Theresa said slowly : 

"If you had told me— I don’t thmk I could have tor- 
;otten, do you, M. Poirot?” 

Her long, dark eyes turned to him. 

Poirot said slowly : . ... 

"No, I don’t think you could have forgotten, Miss 

^.rundell.” 

Then he turned sharply to Charles. 

"Let me be quite clear on one point. Did Miss Arun- 
dell tell you she was about to alter her will, or did she 
tell you specifically that she had altered it ?” 

Charles said quickly : 

"Oh, she was quite definite. As a matter of fact, 
she showed me the will.” 

Poirot leaned forward. His eyes opened wide, 

"This is very important. You say that Miss Arundell 
actually showed you the will?” 

Charles gave a sudden schoolboy wriggle — a rather 
disarming action. Poirot’s gravity made him quite uncom- 
fortable. 

"Yes,” he said. "She showed it to me.” 

"You can swear definitely to that?” 

"Of course 1 can.” Charles looked nervously at Poi- 
rot. "I don’t see what is so significant about that." 

There was a sudden brusque movement from Theresa. 
She had risen and was standing by the naantelpiece. 
She quickly lit another cigarette. 

"And you, mademoiselle?" Poirot whirled suddenly 
round on her. "Did your aunt say nothing of importance 
to you during that week-end ?” 

"I don’t think so. She was — quite amiable. That 
is, as amiable as she usually was. l/cctured me a bit 
about my way of life and all that- But then, she alw'a 3 ’s 
did. ^ She seemed perhaps a bit more jumpy than usual.” 
Poirot said, smiling ; 

"1 suppose, mademoiselle, that you were more taken ud 
with your fiance?” ^ 

Theresa said sharply : 


“He wasn’t there. He was away, he’d gone to some 
medical congress." , ' . 

“You had not seen him then since the Easter week-end ? 
Was that the last time you had seen him?" 

"Yes — on the evening before we left he came to dinner." 
"You had not — excuse me— -had any quarrel with him 
then?" 

"Certainly not.” 

"I only thought, seeing that he w-as away on your second 
visit — " 

Charles broke in : 

"All, but you see, that second week-end was rather 
unpremeditated. We went down on the spur of the 
moment.” 

"Really?” . 

"Oh, let’s have the truth,” said Theresa wearily. "You 
see, Bella and her husband w'ere dowm the week-end 
before — ^fussing over Aunt Emily because of her acci- 
dent. We thought they might steal a march on us — ” 
"We thought," said Charles with a grin, “that we’d 
better show a little concern for Aunt Emily’s health, too. 
■Really, though, the old lady was much too sharp to be 
.<ken in by the dutiful attention stunt. She knew very 
well how much it was worth. No fool, Aunt Emily." 
Theresa laughed suddenly. 

"It's a pretty story, isn’t it? All of us with our 
tongues hanging out for money.” 

, . ""Was that the case with your cousin and her husband ?” 

"Oh, yes, Bella’s always hard up. Rather pathetic 
the way she tries to copy all my clothes at about an eighth 
of the price. Tanios speculated with her money, I 
believe. They’re hard put to it to make both ends 
meet. _ They’ve got two children and Avant to educate 
them in England.” 

"Can you perhaps give me their address ?’’ said Poirot. 
• "They’re staying at the Durham Hotel in Blooms- 
bu^."- 

“■What is she like, your cousin ?” 

"Bella? Well, she’s a dreary woman. Eh, Charles?” 
"Oh, definitely a dreary woman. Rather like an ear- 
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wig. SKe's a devoted mother. So are ear%vigs, I berieve.” - 

"And her husband?” . , , ,, 

"Tanios? Well, he looks a- bit odd, but hes really, 
a thoroughly nice fellow. Clever, amusing and a tho- 
roughly good sport.” ■ ^ . 

"You agree, mademoiselle?’ ^ 

"Well, I must admit I prefer him to Bella. He s a 
damned clever doctor, 1 believe. All the same, I wouldn’t 
trust him very far,” 

"Theresa," said Charles, "doesn't trust anybody. 

He put an arm round her. 

"She doesn’t trust me.” 

"Any one who trusted you, my sweet, would be men- 
tally deficient," said Theresa kindly. 

The brother and sister moved apart and looked at 
Poirot. 

Poirot bowed and moved to the door. 

"I am — as you say — on the job! It is difficult, but 
mademoiselle is right. There is always a way. Ah, 
by the way, this Miss Lawson, is she the kind that might 
conceivably lose her head under cross-examination in. 
court ?” 

Civarles and Theresa exchanged glances. 

"I, should say," said Charles, "that a really bullying 
K.C. could make her say black was white 1” 

"That,” said Poirot, "may be very useful.” 

He skipped out of the room and I followed him. In 
the hall he picked up his hat, moved to the front door, 
opened it and shut it again quickly with a bang. Then 
he tiptoed to the door of the sitting-room and unblushingly 
applied liis car to the crack. At whatever school Poirot 
was educated, there were clearly no unwritten rules about 
eavesdropping. I w'as horrified but powerless. I made 
urgent signs to Poirot, but he took no notice. 

^d then, clearly, in Theresa Arundell’s deep, vibrant 
voice, there came two words : 

"You fool 1” 

There was the noise of footsteps along the passage 
and Poirot quickly seized me by the arm,, opened the front 
door and passed through, closing it noiselessly behind him. 



CHAPTER XV 
Miss Lawson 

"Poirot,” I said. "Have wd got to listen at doors?” 

"Calm yourself, my friend. It was only I who listened ! 
It was not you who put your ear to the crack. On the 
contrary, you stood bolt upright like a soldier.” 

"But I heard just the same." 

"True. Mademoiselle was hardly whispering," 

"Because she thought that we had left the flat.” 

"Yes, we practised a little deception there." 

"I don’t like that sort of thing.” 

"Your moral attitude is irreproachable! But let us 
not repeat ourselves. This conversation has occurred 
on previous occasions. You are about to say that it is 
not playing the game. And my reply is that murder is 
not a game." 

"But there is no question of murder here.” 

"Do not be sure of that.” 

t.’ "The intention, yes, perhaps. But after all, murder 
and attempted murder are not the same thing." 

"Morally they are exactly the same thing. But what 
I meant was, are you so sure that it is only attempted mur- 
der that occupies our attention?" 

I stared at him, 

"But old Miss Arundell died a perfectly natural death." 

"I repeat again — are you so sure?" 

“Every one says sol” 

"Every one? Oh, la la!" 

"The doctor says so,” I pointed out. "Dr. Grainger. 
He ought to know.” 

"Yes, he ought to Imow." Poirot’s voice was dissatis- 
fied. "But remember, Hastings, again and again a body is 
exhumed — ^and in each .case a certificate has been signed 
‘ in all good faith by the doctor attending the case." 

"Yes, but in this case, Miss Arundel! died of a long- 
standing complaint." 
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PoirXvoTce TO still dissatisfied. 
keenly. ■Wrot,” I -a,;™ t!?” ! 
1 surer 


am, ill utgiii “ — . 

YOU sure?’ Are you sure you are not being earned away 
by professional zeal? You want it to be murder and so 

you think it must be murder.” 

The shadow on his brow deepened. He nodded nis 


head slowly. , tt • t* • « 

"It is clever what you say there, Hastmgs, It is z 

weak spot on which you put your finger. Murder is 
my business. I am like a great surgeon who specializes 
jn_say— appendicitis or some rarer operation. A patient 
comes to him and he regards that patient solely from the 
standpoint of his own specialized subject. Is there any 
possible reason for thinking this man suffers from so 
and so.,.? Me, I am like that, too. I say to myself 
always, 'Can this possibly be murder?’ And you see, 
my friend, there is nearly always a possibility.” 

"I shouldn't say there was much possibility here,” 

I remarked. 

“But she died, Hastings 1 You cannot get away from 
that .fact. She died 1 " 

She was in poor health. She was past seventy. It 
all seems perfectly natural to me.” 

And does it also seem natural to you that Theresa 
Arundell should call her brother a fool with that deeree 
01 intensity ?” ° 

‘^’hat has that got to do with it?” 

Everything! Tell me, what did you think of that 

sE^V Arundell’s-that his aunt had 

snovn him her new will?” 

2t Poirot warily, 

I asked. 

linns? always be the one to ask the ques- 


tions? 




Passage of arms‘”wn: reaction to it. Theii 

"H’m,” I said in suggestive." 

"It .LJ: _ . “ar fashion. ^ 


op^ns up two distinct U;;rj inquiry." 



"They seem a nice pair of crooks,” I remarked. . "Ready 
for anything. The. girl’s amazingly good-looking. As' 
for young Charles, he’s certainly an attractive scoundrel.” 

Poirot -was just hailing a taxi. It drew, into the curb , 
and Poirot gave an address to the driver. 

"17 Clanroyden Mansions, Bayswater.” 

"So it’s Lawson next,” I commented. "And after that 
— =the Tanioses?” 

."Quite right, Hastings.” 

"What role are you adopting here?” I inquired as 
the taxi drew up at Clanroyden Mansions. "The bio- 
grapher of General Arundell, a prospective tenant of 
Littlegreen House, or something more subtle still?” 

“I shall present myself simply as Hercule Poirot.” 

"How very disappointing," I gibed. 

Poirot merely tluew me a glance and paid off the taxi. 

No. ' 17 was on the second floor. A pert-looking 
maid opened the door and showed us into a room that 
really struck a ludicrous note after the one we had just 
left. 

Theresa Arundell’s flat had been bare to the point of 
■ emptiness. Miss Lawson’s on the other hand was so 
crammed with furniture and odds and ends that one could 
hardly move about without the fear of khocldng some- 
. thing over. 

The door opened and a rather stout, middle-aged lady 
came in. Miss Lawson was very much as I bad pictured 
her. She had an eager, rather foolish face, untidy greyish 
hair and pince-nez perched a little askew on her nose. 
Her style of conversation w'as spasmodic and consisted 
of gasps. 

. "Good-morning — er — don’t think — " 

“Miss Wilhelmina Latraon?" 

"Yes — ^yes — ^that is my name...." 

"My name is Poirot — ^Hercule Poirot. Yesterday I 
W'as looking over Littlegreen House.” 

"Oh, yes?" 

Miss Lawson’s mouth fell a little wider open and she 
made some inefficient dabs at her untidy hair. 

"Won’t you sit down?” She went on ; “Sit here. 
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mn’t you? Oh, dear, Fm afraid that table is ^yonx 
way I’m just a leetle bit crowded here. So diliacuit! 
These flats! Just a teeny bit on the small side. But 
so central! And I do like being central. Don t you? 

With a gasp she sat down on an uncornfortable-lookmg 
Wictorian chair and, her pince-nez st^ awry, leaned 
forward breathlessly and looked at Poirot hopefully. 

"I went to Littlegreen House in the guise of a pur- 
chaser," went on Poirot "But I should like to say at 
once— this is in the strictest confidence — " 

"Oh, yes," breathed Miss Lawson, apparently plea- 
surably excited. 

"The very strictest confidence,” continued Poirot, 
"that I went there W'ith another object... You may or 
you may not be aware that shortly before she died Miss 
Arundcll wrote to me — 

He paused and then went on. 

"I am a well-knoivn private detective.” 

A variety of expressions chased themselves over Miss 
Lawson’s slightly flushed countenance, I wondered 
which one Poirot would single out as relevant to his 
inquiry. Alarm, excitement, surprise, puzzlement.... 
"Oh,” she said. Then after a pause, “Oh,” again. 
And then, quite imexpectedly, she asked : ' 

"Was it about the money?” 

_ Poirot, even, was slightly taken aback. He said tenta- 
tively : 

"You mean the money that was — " 

Yes, yes. The money that was taken from the 
drarver?" 


Poirot said quietly : 

Miss Anmdell didn’t tell you she had written to me 
ou the subject. of that money?” 

No, indeed. I had no idea — well, really, I must, sav 
I m very surprised — 

"iou thought she should not have mentioned it to 
any one i 

gollldSS so- You see, she had a very 

She stopped again. Poirot said quicHy \ 



"She had a very good idea who took it. That is what 
you would say, is it not?” 

Miss Lawson nodded and continued- breathlessly : 

"And I shouldn’t have thought she would have wanted 
— ivell, I mean she said — ^that is, she seemed ' to 
feel—” 

Again Poirot cut in neatly into the midst of these mco- _ 
herenciea. 

“It was a family matter?" 

"Exactly.” 

"But me,” said Poirot, "I specialize in farruly mattera, . 
I am, you see, very, very discreet." 

Miss Lawson nodded vigorously. 

"Oh! of course — ^that makes a difference. It’s not 
like the police." 

"No, no. I am not at all like the police. That would 
not have done at all.” 

"Oh, no. Dear Miss Arundell was such a proud woman. 
Of course, there had been trouble before with Charles, 
but it was always hushed up. Once, I believe, he had 
to go to Australia!” 

“Just so,” said Poirot. "Nov/ the facts of the case 
were as follows, were they not? Miss Arundel! had a 
sum of money in a drawer — ” 

He paused. Miss Lawson hastened to confirm Hs 
statement. 

"Yes — from the Bank. For the wages, you know, 
and the books." 

"And how much was missing exactly?” 

"Four poimd notes, _ No, no, I am wrong, tliree pound 
notes and two ten-shilling notes. One must be exact, 

I Imow, very exact, in such matters." Miss Law'son 
looked at him earnestly and absent-mindedly knocked 
her pince-nez a little further awry. Her rather prominent 
eyes seemed to goggle at Iiim. 

"Thank you. Miss Lawson. I see you have an excellent 
business sense." 

Miss Lawson bridled a little and uttered a depreca- 
tory laugh. , , 

"Miss Arundell suspected, no doubt with reason, 
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thnt her nephey,' Charles was responsible for .this theft," 
went on Poirot. 

ICS. 

"Although there was no particular evidence to show 
who actually took tlic money r" 

"Oh, but it must have been Charles! Mrs. Tanios 
wouldn’t do sucii a thing, and her husl>and was 
quite a stranger and wouldn’t have Icnown where the 
money was kept — neither of them would. And I don’t 
lliink Theresa Arundel! would dream of such a thing. 
She’s got plenty of monc)’ and always so beautifully 
dressed." 

"It might have been one of the servants," Poirot sug- 
gested. 

Miss Law.son seemed horrified by the idea. 

"Oh, no, indeed, neither Hllcn nor Annie would have 
dreamed of such a thing. They arc both most superior 
women and absolutely honest, I am sure." 

Poirot waited a minute or two. Then he said : 

"I wonder if 3'ou can give me any idea — I am sure you 
can, for if any one possessed Miss ibrundcU’s confidence 
you did — ” 

Miss Lawson • murmured confusedly : 

"Oh, I don’t know about that, I’m sure — *’ But she 
was clearly flattered. 

"I feel that 3'ou will be able to help me.” 

"Oh, I’m sure, if I can — ^an3dhing I can do — ” 

Poirot went on ; 

"This is in confidence — ” 

A sort of owlish expression appeared on I^Iiss Law- 
son’s face. The magical words "in confidence” scesued 
to he a kind of Open sesame. 

‘Tlave 3'OU an}’’ idea of the reason which c.aused I\I:ss 
Arundcll to .alter her will ?" 

"Her will? Oh— her will?” 

h'liss Lawson seemed slightly taken cb.ack. 

Poirot said, watching licr closely : 

"It is true, is it not, that she made a new vdll shortly 
before her death, leaving all her fortune to you:” 

"Yes, but I luicw notlu’ng about it. Nodiirsg at cIL" 



Miss LaTTOon was shrill in protest. “It ms the greatest 
surprise to mel A wonderful surprise, of course! So 
good of dear Miss Ariindell. And she never even gave 
me 3. hint. Not the smallest hint! I was so taken aback, 
when Mr. Purvis read it out, I didn’t luiow where to look, 
or whether to laugh or cry! I assure you, Mr. Poirot,, 
the shock of it — ^the shock, you know. The kindness — 
the wonderful kindness of dear Miss Axundell. Of 
course. I’d hoped, perhaps, for just a little something— 
perhaps just' a teeny, teeny legacy— though of course 
there ms no reason she should have left me even that. 
I’d not been mth her so very long. But this — it was 
like — ^it was like a fairy story! Even now I can’t quite 
believe in it, if you luiow what I mean. And sometimes — • 
well, sometimes — I don’t feel altogether comfortable 
about it, , I mean— weU, I mean—" 

She knocked off her pince-nez, picked them up, fumbled 
with them and went on even more incoherently ; 

"Sometimes I feel that — ^well, flesh and blood is flesh 
and blood after all, and I don’t feel quite comfortable 
at Miss Arundell’s leaving all her money away from her 
family. I mean, it doesn’t seem right, does it? Not 
all of it. Such a large fortune, too! Nobody had any 
idea. ! But — well — it does make one feel uncomfortable 
— and every one saying things, you know — ^and I’m sure 
I’ve never been an ill-natured woman ! I mean I wouldn’t 
have dreamed of influencing Miss Arundell in any way! 
And it’s not as though I could, either. Truth to tell, 

■ I was always just a teeny weeny bit afraid of her ! She 
• was so sharp, you luiow, so inclined to jimip on you. And 

quite rude sometimes! ‘Don’t be a downright fool,’ 
she’d snap. And really, after all, I had my feelings and 
sometimes I’d feel quite upset.... And then to find 
out that all the time she’d really been fond of me — ^well, 
it was very wonderful, wasn’t it? Only of course, as 
I say, there’s been a lot of unkindness, and really in some 
ways one feels — ^I mean, well, it does seem a little hard, 
doesn’t it, on some people?” 

"You mean that you would prefer to relinquish the 

■ money ?” asked Poirot. 



Just for a moment I fancied a flicl.-cr of some quite 
different expression showed itself in Miss Lnv/son’s 
dull, pale blue eyes. I imagined that, just for a moment, 
a shrewd, intelligent woman sat there instead of an amiable, 
foolish one. 

She said with a little laugh : 

"Well — of course, there is the other side of it too.... 
I mean there arc two sides to every quc.stion. MTint 
I say is. Miss Arundcll meant me to have the money. 
I mean if I didn’t take it I should he going against her 
toishes. And that wouldn’t be right either, would it?" 

"It is a difficult question," said Poirot, shaking his 
head. 

"Yes, indeed, T have worried over it a great deal, Mrs. 
Tanios — Bella — she is such a nice woman — and those 
dear little children! I mean, I feel sure Miss Arundcll 
wouldn’t have wanted her to — I feel, you see, that dear 
Miss Arundcll intended me to use my discretion. She 
didn’t want to leave any money oiitrinht to Bella because 
she t^’a.s afraid that man would get hold of it.” 

"What man?" 

"Her husband. You know, Mr. Poirot, the poor girl 
is <]iritc under his thumb. She does anything he tells 
her, I dare say she’d murder some one if he told her to! 
And she’s afraid of him. I’m quite sure she’s afraid 
of him. I’ve seen her look simply terrified once or twice. 
Now that isn’t right, Mr. Poirot — ^j'ou can’t say that’s 
right.’’ , ^ 

Poirot did not say so. Instead he inquired : 

"Mfiwt sort of man is Dr, Tanios ?” 

"Well," said Miss Lawson hesitatingly, "he’s a vciy 
pleasant man.’’ 

Siic stopped doubtfully. 

"But you don’t trust him?" 

' "Well— no, I don’t. I don’t know,” vent on 
Lawson doubtfully, "that I’d trust any man vciy mucii . 
Such dreadful one hears! And all their goorwiscs 

go through ! It’s really terrible ! Of course. Dr. Tanict 
pretends to he very fond of his wife and he s quite cham> 
ing to her. His manners are really delightful But 
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I don’t trust foreigners. They’re so artfull And I’m 
quite sure dear Miss Arundel! didn’t want her, money 
to get into his hands!" 

“It is hard on Miss Theresa Arundel! and Mr. Charles 
Arundell also to be deprived of their inheritance," Poi- 
rot suggested. _ ' . 

A spot of colour came into Miss Lawson’s face. 

“I think Theresa has quite as much money as, is good 
for her!” she said sharply. “She spends hundreds of 
pounds on her clothes alone. And her tmderclothing — 
it’s wicked! When one thinks of so many nice, well- 
bred girls who have to earn their own living — ” 

Poirot gently completed the sentence. 

"You think it would do no harm for her to earn hers 
for a bit?” 

Miss Lawson looked at him solemnly. 

“It might do her a lot of good," she said. "It might 
bring her to her senses. Adversity teaches us many 

Poirot nodded slowly. He was watching her intently. 

"And Charles ?" 

“Charles doesn’t deserve a penny," said Miss Lawson 
sharply, "If Miss Arundell cut him out of her will, 
it was for a very good cause — after his wicked threats.” 

“Threats ?” Poirot’s eyebrows rose. 

"Yes, threats.” 

"■yiTiat threats? When did he threaten her?” 

"Let me see, it was — yes, of course, it was at Easter. 
Actually on Easter Sunday — ^which made it even worse !" 

"Wliat did he say?” 

"He asked her for money and she’d refused to give 
it him ! And then he told her that it wasn’t wise of her. 
. He said if she kept up that attitude he would — ^now what 
was the phrase — a very vulgar American one — oh, yes, 
he said he would bump her oflF!" 

"He threatened to -bump her off?” 

"Yes.” 

"And what did Miss Arimdell say?” 

"She said : ‘I think you’ll find, Charles, that I can look 
after myself.”' 


"You were in the room at the time ?" 

"Not exactly in the room,” .said Law.son shc.r a 
momentary pause, 

"Quite, quite," .said Poirot hastil}’. "And Charles, 
wliat did he say to that ?” 

"He said : ‘Don’t he too .sure,’ " 

Poirot said slowly : 

"Did ]Mi.ss Arundcll take this threat seriously? 

"Well, I don’t know.,.. She didn’t say anything to 
me about it,... But then she wouldn’t do tliat, .anjm-iy." 

Poirot said quietly : 

"You knew, of course, that Miss Arundcll tras makint: 
a new will f” 

"No, no. I’ve told you, it was a complete surprise. 
I never dreamt — " 

Poirot interrupted. 

"You did not know the contents. But you knew the 
fact — that there seas a w'ill being made ?’’ 

"Well — I suspected — I mean her sending for the lawyer 
when she was laid up — " 

"Exactly. That was after she had a fall, wt>s it not? ’ 

"Yes, Bob — Bob was the dog — he had left hi.s ball 
at the top of the stairs — and she tripped over it and fell. 

"A nasty accident." 

"Oh, yes; why, she might easily have broken her leg 
or her arm. The doctor said so." 

"She might quite easily have been killed,” 

"Yes, indeed.” 

Her answer seemed quite natural and frank. 

Poirot said, smiling : 

"I think I saw' Master Bob at Littlegrccn House.” 

"Oh, yes, I c.\pcct you did. He's a dear little dogpe. ' 

Nothing annoys me more tlian to hear a .^porting ter- 
rier called a dear little doggie. No wonder. I tho’cgo.:. 
that Bob despised Miss Lawson and refused to do any- 
thing she told him. 

"And he is very intelligent?” went cn Poirot. 

"Oh, yes, vert'.” 

"How' upset he’d be if he knew he had nearly kil’evt 
his mistress." 



Miss Lawson did not answer. She merely shook her 
head and sighed. 

Poirot asked : 

“Do you think it possible that that fall influenced' Miss 
Arundell to remake her will?” 

We were getting perilously near the bone here, I thought, 
but Miss Lawson seemed to find the question quite 
natural. 

"You knotv," she said, “I shouldn’t wonder if you weren’t 
right. It ^ve 'her a shock — ^I’m sure of that. Old people 
never like to think there’s any chance of their dying. 
But an accident like that makes one think. Or perhaps 
she might have had a pretnonition that her death wasn't 
far off." 

Poirot said casually : 

"She was in fairly good health, was she not?” 

"Oh, yes. Very well, indeed.” 

“Her illness must have come on very suddenly?” 

“Oh, it did. It was quite a shock. We had had. some 
friends that evening — " Miss Lawson paused. 

"Your friends, the Misses Tripp. I have met those 
ladies. They are quite charming." 

Miss Lawson’s face flushed with pleasure. 

"Yes, aren’t they? Such adtnrcd women! Such 
wide 'interests. And so very spiritual] They told you, 
perhaps — about our sittings ? I expect you are a sceptic 
— but indeed, I wish I could tell you the inexpressible 
joy of getting into touch with those who passed overl" 

"I am sure of it. I am sure of it.” 

"Do you know, Mr. Poirot, my mother has spoken to 
me — ^more than once. It is such a joy to know that one’s 
dear ones are still thinking of one and watching over one.” 

"Yes, yes, I can well understand that,” said Poirot 
gently. “And was Miss Arundell also a believer?” 

' Miss Lawson’s face clouded over a little. 

"She was willing to be convinced,” she said doubtfully. 
"But I do not think she always approached the matter 
inthe right frame of mind. She was sceptical and un- 
believing — ^and once or twice her attitude attracted a most 
undesirMe type of spirit! There were some very ribald 



messages — all due, I am convinced, to Miss Arundeli’s 
attitude." 

"I should think very likely due to Miss Arundel!,” 
agreed Poirot. 

"But on that last evening — continued Miss Law.son, 
"perhaps Isabel and Julia told you ? — there were distinct 
phenomena. Actually the beginning of materialization. 
Ectoplasm — ^'ou know what ectoplasm is, perhaps?” 

"Yes, yes, I am acquainted with its nature." 

"It proceeds, you know, from the medium’s mouth 
in tlic form of a ribhon and builds itself up into a form. 
Now I am convinced, Mr, Poirot, that vnhmon to herself 
Miss Arundcll ^^•aR a medium. On that evening I dis- 
tinctly saw a luminous ribbon issuing from dear Miss Arun- 
dcU’s moutlU Then her head became enveloped in a 
luminous mist.” 

"Most interesting 1" 

"And then, unfortunately. Miss Arundcll was suddenly 
taken ill and we had to break up the sdancc." 

"You sent for the doctor — ^when ?” 

"First thing the following morning." 

"Did he think the matter grave?” 

"Well, he sent in a hospital nurse the following eve- 
ning, but I think he hoped she would pull through." 

"The — excuse me — the relatives were not sent for?” 

Miss Ijavi-son flushed. 

"They were notified as soon as possible — ^that is to 
say, when Dr. Grainger pronounced her to be in dan- 

"What was tlie cause of tlic attack? Sometliing she 
had eaten ?" 

"No, I don’t think there was an}thing in particular. 
Dr. Grainger said she hadn’t been quite as careful in 
diet as she should liavc been. I think he tliought die 
attack was probably brought on b}' a chill. The weather 
had been very treacherous," 

"Theresa and Charles Arundel! had been douTi that 
week-end, had they not?" 

bliss Lawson pursed her lips together. 

"They had." 
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"The visit was not a success,” Poirot suggested, watch- 
ing her. 

"It was not." She added quite spitefully : 'Miss Arum- 
dell knew what they’d come fori” 

"Which was?" asked ■ Poirot, watching her, ' 

"Money!" snapped Miss Lawson, "i&d they didn’t 
get it.” 

. "No?" said Poirot. 

"And I heiieve that’s what Dr. Tanios was after too,” 
she went on. 

"Dr. Tanios. He was not down that same week-end, 
was he ?” 

"Yes, he came down on the Sunday. He only stayed 
about an hour." 

“Every one seems to have been after poor Miss Arun- 
dell’s money," hazarded Poirot. 

"I know, it is not very nice to think of, is it ?" 

"No, indeed," said Poirot. "It must have been £ 
shock to Dharles and Theresa Arundell that week-end 
when they learned tliat Miss Arundell had definitelj 
disinherited them!" 

Miss Lawson stared at him. 

Poirot said ; 

“Is that not so? Did she not specifically inforn 
them of the fact?” 

"As to that, I couldn’t say. I didn’t hear anything 
about it! There wasn’t any fuss, or anything, as fai 
as I know. Both Charles and his sister seemed to gc 
away quite cheerful.” 

"Ah ! Possibly I have been misinformed. Miss .Arun- 
dell actually kept her will in the house, did she not?’ 

'Miss Lawson dropped her pince-nez and stooped tc 
' pick them up. 

"I really couldn’t say. No, I think it was Mth Mr. Pur- 
. vis." , 

"Who was the executor?" 

"Mr. Purvis was." ’ 

"After the death, did he come over and look througl 
her papers?" 

"Yes, he did." 


Poirot looked at her keenly and asked her an unexpec- 
ted question. 

"Do you like Mr. Purvis?” 

Miss Lawson was flustered. 

"Like Mr. Purvis ? Well, really, that’s ' difficult to 
say, isn’t it ? I mean, I’m sure he’s a very clever man — 
that is, a clever lawyer, I mean. But rather a brusque 
7nawier[ I mean, it’s not very pleasant always to have 
some one speaking to, you as though — ^well, really, I 
can’t explain what I mean— he was quite civil and yet 
at the same time almost nide, if you know what I mean.” 

"A difficult situation for you," said Poirot sympath- 
etically. 

"Yes, indeed, it was.” 

Miss Lawson sighed and shook her head. 

Poirot rose to his feet. 

"Thank you vciy much, mademoiselle, for all 3'our 
kindness and help." 

Miss Lawson rose too. She sounded slightly flustered. 

"I’m sure there’s nothing to thank me for — nothing 
at all ! So glad if I’ve been able to do anjtliing — if there’s 
anything more I can do — ” 

Poirot came back from the door. He lowered his 
voice. 

"I tliink, Miss Lawson, tliat there is something you 
ought to be told. Charles and Theresa Anmdell are 
hoping to upset this Mil." 

A sharp flush of colour came into Miss Lawson’s 
check. 

"They can’t do that,” she said sharplv. lawvsr 

savs so." ... 

"Ah," said Poirot. "You ha-re consulted a k-wrer 
then ?” . * ’ 

‘'Certainly. YTiv shouldn’t Ir” 

No reason at all. A rerv wise nrcceecin' 
day to you, mademoiselle.” * ' ' '' 

When we emerged from Clanrovdcn • 

the street Poirot drew a deep breui! ' 

''Hastings, mon cini, that woman is 

she seems or else she is a verv good 


"She doesn’t believe bliss Amndell’s deaA was any- 
thing but natural. You. can see that,” I said. 

Poirot did not answer. There are moments when 
he is conveniently deaf. He hailed a taxi. 

"Durham Hotel, Bloomsbury," he told the driver. 


CHAPTER XVI 
' Mrs. Tanios 

"Gentleman to see you, madam.” 

The woman who was sitting writing at one of the tables 
in the writing-room of the Durham Hotel turned her 
head and then rose, coming towards us tmcertainly. 

Mrs. Tanios might have been any age over thuty. 
She was a tall, thin woman tvith dark hair, rather promi- 
nent light "boiled gooseberry” eyes and a worried face. 
, A feshionable hat was perched on her head at an unfashion- 
able angle and she wore a rather depressed-looking cotton 
frock. 

"I don’t think — " she began vaguely. 

Poirot bowed. 

“I have just come from your cousin, Miss Theresa 
Arundell.” 

"Oh ! from Theresa ? Yes ?” 

'Terhaps I could have a few minutes’ private conver- 
sation ?" 

Mrs. Tanios looked about her rather vacantly. Poirot 
suggested a leather sofa at the far end of the room. 

As we made our way there a high voice squeaked out. 

"Mother, where are you going ?’’ 

"I shall be just over here. Go on with your letter, 
darling." 

The cMld, a thin, peaky-looking girl of about seven, 
settled down again to what was evidently a laborious 
task. Her tongue showed through her parted lips in 
the effort of composition. 

The far end of the room was quite deserted. Mrs. 
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Tanios sat do\\Ti; \\c did the same. She looked inqui- 
ringly at Poirot, 

He began : 

“It is in reference to tlie death of your aunt, the late 
Miss Emily Arundell," 

Was I beginning to fancy things, or did a look of alarm 
spring up suddenly in those pale, prominent eyes. 

"Yes?" 

“Miss Arundell," said Poirot, “altered her vdll a very 
short time before she died. By the new *n*iil evciy^hing 
U'as left to Miss Wilhelmina Lawson, WJiat I want to 
know, Mrs. Tanios, is whether you will join with your 
cousins. Miss Tlicresa and Mr. Charles Arundell, in 
trying to contest that will?” 

“Oh!” Mrs. Tanios drew a deep breath. "But I don c 
think that’s possible, is it? I mean, my husband con- 
sulted a lawyer and he seemed to think that it was bettcJ 
not to attempt it." 

"Lawyers, madame, are cautious people. Their aclvuv 
is usually to avoid litigation at all costs — .and no dou.'t 
they are usually right. But there arc times when it 
to take a risk. I am not a la^vycr myself and 
I look at the matter rather differently. Miss Anr.'.ae.*^ 
Miss Theresa Arundell, I mean — is prepared to 
What about juu ?" , , . 

"I — Ohl I really don’t know'." She twisted 
fingers nervously together. “I should Iun'c rt' cersu.. 
my husband." , . , 

“Certainly, you must consult your 
anj^hing definite is undertaken. Put '"cut urr — 
ozvn feelings in the matter?" . . - ■ ^ 

“Well, really,! don’t know*." Mrs. 
worried than c\ cr. "It depends so :r.us-. ou my 

“But j'ou yourself, w'hnt do you m-'u — u. 

Mrs. Tanios frowned, tlien she sue s-0~-'y: 

"I don’t think I like die idee yo.-' muom - semes— 
it seems rather indecent, doesn't :t.'' 

“Does it, madame?" _ _ 

“Yes — after all, if Aunt Eruuy oucse ro 
away from her family, I sucrose ~e urusc run 


"You do not' feel aggrieved in the matter, then?” 

"Oh, yes, 1 do." A quick -dush showed in her cheeks. 

*I think it \vas most unfair! Most unfair! -And so 
unexpected.' It was so unlike Aunt Emily. And /so 
very unfair on the children.” 

“You tliink it is- very imlike Miss Anmdell ?" 

'1 think it was extraordinary of her!” 

“Then isn’t it possible that she was not acting of her 
own free will ? Don’t you think that perhaps she was 
being unduly , influenced ?” ^ ■ 

Mrs. Tanios frowned again. Then , she said almost 
unwillingly : 

"The difficult thing is that I can’t see Aunt Emily 
being influenced by anybody! She was such a decided 
old, lady." 

Poirot nodded approvingly, 

“Yes, what you say is true. And Miss Lawson is hardly 
what one would describe as a strong character." 

"No, she’s a nice creature, really — ^rather foolish,- 
perhaps — but very, very kind. That’s partly why I feel — " 

“Yes, madame ?” said Poirot as she paused. 

Mrs. Tanios twisted her fingers ' nervously again as 
she answered : 

"Well, that it would be mean to try and upset the will. 

I feel certain that it wasn’t in any way Miss Lawson’s 
doing — I’m sure she’d be quite incapable of scheming 
and intriguing — ” 

"Again, I agree with you, madame.” 

"And that’s w'hy I feel that to go to law ■would be — 
well, would be undignified and spiteful, and besides it 
would be very expensive, wouldn’t it?" 

"It would be expensive, yes.” ; 

“And probably useless, too. But you must speak to , 
my husband about it. He’s got a much better head for 
business than I have.” 

Poirot waited a minute or two, then he said ; 

■ “What reason do you think lay behind tlie making of 
that will ?" 

A quick (g)lour rose in Mrs. Tanios’s cheeks as she 
murmured ^^''T haven’t the least idea." 
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"Mndnmc, I hnvft told you I nin riot n Itiwycr, lint 
you have not ar.hcd rue v/hitt luy proffh.-uuu iii," 

She looked at him iurjuirinply, 

“I am a detective, And, a alioj l lime h( fore ahe rhVd, 
Misr, Kmily Artindell v.rote rne a Jcfn i 

Mrs. Tanioa leaned forward; her hands jjrrasejl (hrm- 
sclverj together. 

"A letter f" .she ashed rdjrupt/y. "Ahoid rny hiitihaml r" 
Poirot watched her for a niinufe or iv/o, ih* n he said 
slowly ; 

"I am afraid I am not at JihertyfoanrivA r fluu /jiu rif/on,” 
“Then it tear about rny ht/,«.h;tnd," fU'i ',/d'e jore 
slightly. “Vviiat did she I e.'Jo nf.t.inf: yoti, Mr. 

— er^ — I don’t Srr.ov.' your riarne," 

“Poirot is my r.arr.e, Hercode Vo’iroi/' 

"I can assure yr:. Jdr, Poirot, that if ar.yiiu'tig vm-. tuh\ 
in that letter ageior. .w y i? v.;!.-. ^si'irf ly iii,iiii< f 

I know, too, who v.:" 'It vo :.v.;;i.'ed. J' n/ ; ! An.} 
is another reason v.}y ’ 7 . vdd .•■aPoer nod/i/.g to 
do vdth action t.sodor-.'.'.r. .vy 'Ic.'r';-; f-.sA f 

Theresa has never PP.y. r."y r.vv.s.ed. 'ii,.' }.'7 r.id 
things! I know she hs- er.;:' ''..V.tr.! A .nt /-,n.i!y vvat 
prejudiced against my no.'..-: '..ee-t.v. he o;.'. an 
Englishman, and she v&i 'AfA:'’. /-:v-.e 'v«'.’-ev'.d 
that Theresa said abort her. nV.y t.'o ?.yA in/f. 

Mr. Poirot, you can tale m; -t-,- : 

“Mother— I’ve fmlines r .y .-rror.' 

Mrs. Tanios turned cojor-,-; ''■r.b 
smile she took the letter fo'. irv. y- ;• ..r v.- .v. 

“That’s very nice, darbng- .'.."..‘.es, yr-s 

that’s a beautiful drawing oi I'. ;, - .. o. . ' 

'AVliat sliall I do now, m-. -'tr * 


“Would you like to get a rw.-- o.- 
on it? Here’s the money. Tv..;: 

^ in the hall and choose one so-r. 
Sclira.” 

The child moved away. I -w 

: Arundell.had said. Mrs. Tanios w.. 

> wife and mother. She was also,, 'e’. 
like an earwig. 


"That is your only child, madame?” 

"No, I have a little boy also. ' He is out with his father 
at the moment." 

"They did not accompany you to Littlegreen House 
on your visits?" 

“Oh, yes, sometimes, but you see, my aunt was , rather 
old and children were inclined to worry her. . But she 
was very kind and always sent them out nice presents- 
at Christmas.” 

"Let the see, when did you last see Miss Emily 
Anmdell?” 

"I think it was just about ten days before she died.” 

“You and your husband and your two cousins were 
all dotvn there together, were you not ?’’ _ . 

"Oh, no, that was the week-end before — at Easter.” 

“And you and your husband were down there the 
week-end after Easter as well?” 

"Yes." 

“And Miss Anmdell was in good health and spirits 
then?” 

"Yes, she seemed much as usual." 

"She was not ill in bed?” 

“She was laid up with a fall she had had, but she came 
downstairs again while we were there." 

"Did she say anything to you about having made a 
new will?” 

"No, nothing at all.” 

"And her maimer to you was quite unchanged?” 

A slightly longer pause this time before Mrs. Tanios 
said : "Yes." 

I feel sure that at that moment Poirot and I had the 
same conviction. Mrs. Tanios was lying! 

Poirot paused a minute and then said : 

'Terhaps I should explain that when I asked if Miss 
Anmdell’s manner to you was tmchanged, I was not 
using the 'you’ plural. I referred to you personally.” 

Mrs. Tanios replied quickly : 

"Oh! I see. Atmt Emily was very nice to me. She 
gave me a little pearl and diamond brooch and she sent 
ten shillings to each of the children," 
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There was no constraint in 
words came freely witJi a nisa 
* And as regards your luisSan 
in her manner to him:*’ 

TJic constraint had returr.c-i. 
meet Poirot’s eyes as slie rerii;' 
"No, of course not — why sh,'; 
'But since you suggest 
Arundell might have nriei t: 
mind—” 



"She did! I’m sure sb? 
forward eagerly. "You are rn re r-g: 
a ch.mgcl Aunt Emily was 
to Jiim. And she bohzvei -rar~ 


special digestive mixture Ye 
to the trouble of getting Yers 
and having it made up. 5Ye 
but rather stiffly, and .'rter T 
the bottle douTi tlie sYttY 

Her indignation wts rdhs : 

Poirot’s eyes flicberec'. 

"A very odd proeeYrx" : 
carefully unc.xcited. 

"I thought it trrrrrrrY. 
hotly. 

"As you sav. eidirY .:z5s. i 
times," said PoYei. Y — nun: 
doctors are the au— rerm - 
accounts for a 




Yes, I surnrs: Y Y'ae; YbYr — — ■ . -- 
mollified. 

"^Vhen dr ~ ^ 

"In a few 

my husband ~ £Y^ ~ '-TY * 



CHAPTER XVII 
„ . Dr. Tanios 

I must say that my first sight of Dr. Tanios was rather 
a shock, I had been imbuing him in my mind with aU 
sorts of sinister attributes. I had been picturing to 
myself a dark bearded foreigner with a swarthy aspect 
and a sinister cast of countenance. 

Instead, I saw a rotund, jolly, brown-haired, brown- 
eyed man. And though it is true he had a beard, it was 
a modest brown nffair tliat made him look more like 
an artist. 

He spoke English perfectly. His voice had a pleasant 
timbre and matched the cheerful good-humour of his 
face. 

“Here. we are," he said, smiling to his wife. "Edtvard 
has been passionately thrilled by his first ride in the tube. 
•.,He has always been in buses until to-day.” 

Edward was not unlike his father in appearance, but 
both he and his little sister had a definitely foreign- 
looking appearance and I understood what Miss Peabody 
had meant when she described them as rather .yellow- 
looking children. 

The presence of her husband seemed, to make Mrs. 
Tanios nervous. Stammering a little, she introduced 
Poirot to him. Me, she ignored. 

Dr. Tanios took up the name sharply. 

."Poirot? Monsieur Herciile Poirot? But I know 
that name well ! And what brings you to us, M. Poirot ?" 

“It is the affair of a lady lately deceased. Miss Emily 
Arundell,” replied Poirot. 

"My wife’s aunt ? Yes— what of her ?" 

Poirot said slowly : 

. "Certain matters have arisen in connection with her 
death — ” 

Mrs. Tanios broke in suddenly : 


143 



"No, no, T mcnnt the ■nrcch-cnd nftcr thnt — on the 
26tli, You were there on the Sundiiy, 1 tliink?” 

"Oh, Jacob, were you ?" Mrs. Tanios looked at him 
■vridc-cyed. 

He turned quickly. 

"Yes, you remember? I just ran dou-n in the after- 
noon. I told you about it." 

Both Poirot and I were looking at her. Nervously 
she pushed her hat a little further back on her head. 

"Surely you remember, Bella," her husband continued. 
"What a terrible memory you’ve got." 

"Of course I" she apologized, a thin smile on her face. 
"It’s quite true; I have a shocking memory'. And it’s 
nearly two months ago now." 

"hliss Theresa Anmdcll and Mr. Charles Arundel! 
were there tlicn, I believer" said Poirot. 

"They may liavc been," said Tanios c.asily. '1 didn’t 
see them." 

"You were not there very long tlicn r" 

"Oh, no— just half .-m hour or so," 

Poirot’s inquiring gaze seemed to make him a little 
uneasy. 

"Might as well confess," he said witli a twinkle. "I 
hoped to get a loan — but I didn’t get it. I’m afraid my 
wife’s aunt didn't take to me as much as she might. 
Pity’, because I liked her. She \ns a sporting old lady.” 

"May I ask y'ou a fiank question. Dr. I'anios ?’’ 

Was there or was there not a momentary apprehension 
in Tanios’s eye? "Certainly, M. Poirot." 

"What is your opinion of Charles and Theresa Anm- 
dellr" 

The doctor looked slightly reHc\’cd. 

"Charles and Tlicrcsa ?" He looked at his wife with 
an affectionate smile. "Bella, my dear, I don’t suppose 
you mind my being frank about your family?" 

She shook her head, smiling faintly. 

"Then it’s my opinion they’re rotten to the core, both 
of thcml Funnily' enough I like Charles the best. He's 
a rogue, but he’s a likable rogtic. He's no mom! sense, 
but he can’t help that. People arc bom that w.ay." 



I’ll give you an instance. The old'Iady had a fall do-wn 
the stairs when we ■ were .staying there. I insisted on 
coming back’ the following week-end to see how she was. 
Miss Lawson did her utmost to prevent us. She didn’t 
succeed, but she was annoyed about it, I could see. The 
reason was clear. She wanted the old lady to her- 
self:’ 

Again Poirot turned to the mfe. 

"You agree, madame?” 

Her husband did not give her time to answer. 

'"Bella’s too kind-hearted," he said. "You won’t 
get .her to impute bad motives to anybody. But I’m 
quite sure I was right. I’ll tell you another thing, M. 
Poirot. The secret of her ascendency over old Miss Arun- 
dell was spiritualism ! That’s how it was done, depend 
upon it!" 

"You think so?” 

"Sure of it, my dear fellow. I’ve seen a lot of that sort 
of thing. It gets hold of people. You’d be amazed! 
Especially any one of Miss Arundell’s age. I’d be pre- 
pared to bet that that’s how the suggestion came. Some 
spirit — ^possibly her dead father — ordered her to alter 
, her \vill and leave her money to the Lawson woman. She 
%vas in bad health — credulous — ” 

There was a very faint movement from Mrs. Tanios. ' 
Poirot turned to her. 

"You think it possible — ^yes?” 

"Speak up, Bella," said Dr. Tanios. "Tell us your 
views.” 

He looked at her encouragingly. Her quick look back 
at him was an odd one. She hesitated, then said : 

"I know so little about these things. I dare say you’re 
right, Jacob.” 

"Depend upon it I’m all right, eh, M. Poirot?" 

Poirot nodded his head. 

"It may be--yes." Then he said, "You were down 
at Market Basing, I think, the week-end before Miss 
Arundell’s death ?" 

"We were down at Easter and again the week-end after 
—that is right." 
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"No, no, I meant the week-end after that — on the 
26th. You were there on the Sunday, I tliink?” 

"Oh, Jacob, were you ?" Mrs. Tanios looked at liim 
wide-eyed. 

He turned quickly. 

"Yes, you remember ? I just ran down in the after- 
noon. I told you about it." 

Both Poirot and I were looking at her. Nervously 
she pushed her hat a little further back on her head. 

"Surely you remember, Bella," her husband continued. 
"What a terrible memory you’ve got." 

"Of course 1 " she apologized, a tliin smile on her face. 
"It’s quite true; I have a shocking memory\ And it’s 
nearly two months ago now.” 

"Miss Theresa Arundell and Mr. Charles Anmdell 
were tlierc then, I believe?” said Poirot. 

"They may have been,” said Tanios easily. "I didn’t 
see them.” 

"You were not there very long tlicn ?" 

"Oh, no— just half an hour or so." 

Poirot’s inquiring gaze seemed to make him a little 
uneasy. 

"Might as well confess," he said with a twinkle. "I 
hoped to get a loan — ^but I didn’t get it, I’m afraid my 
wife’s aunt didn’t take to me as much as she might. 
Pity, because I liked her. She was a sporting old lady.” 

"hlay I ask you a fiank question. Dr. Tanios ?" 

Was there or was tliere not a momentary apprehension 
in Tanios’s eye? "Certainly, M. Poirot." 

"What is your opinion of Charles and Theresa Arun- 
dell ?" 

The doctor looked slightly relieved. 

"Charles and Theresa ?” He looked at his wfe with 
an affectionate smile. "Bella, my dear, I don’t suppose 
you mind ray being franli about your family?" 

She shook her head, smiling faintly. 

"Then it’s my opinion they’re rotten to tlie core, both 
of them I Funnily enough I like Charles tlic best. He’s 
a rogue, but he’s a likable rogue. He’s no moral sense, 
but he can’t help that. People arc born tliat wav." 



"And Theresa ?” , : ^ 

He hesitated. ' ■ _ 

"I don’t know. She’s an amazingly attractive young 
woman. But she’s quite ruthless, I should say. She’d ■ 
murder any one in cold blood if.it suited her book. At 
least that’s my fancy. You may have heard, perhaps, 
that. her mother was tried for murder.’’ 

"And acquitted,” said Poirot. 

"As you say 'and acquitted,’ " said Tanios quickly. 
"But all the same, it makes one — ^wonder _ sometimes.” - 
"You met the young man to whom she is engaged?” ' 
"Donalrfson? Yes, he came to supper one night.” . 
"What do you think of him?” 

“A very clever fellow. I fancy he’ll go far — if he gets 
the chance. It takes money to specialize.” , 

"You mean that he is clever in his profession ?” 

"That is what I mean, yes. A first-class brain.” He 
smiled. 

"Not quite a shining light in society yet. A little pre- 
cise and prim in manner. He and Theresa .make a comic 
pair. The attraction of opposites. She’s a social butter- . 
fly and he’s a recluse.” 

The two children were bombarding their mother. 
"Mother, can’t we go in to lunch? 'I’m so hungry. 
We’II be late." 

' Poirot looked at his ivatch and gave an exclamation. 
"A thousand pardons! I delay your lunch hour.” 
Glancing at her husband, Mrs. Tanios said uncertainly 
‘Terhaps we can offer you — ” 

Poirot said quickly : 

"You are most amiable, madame, but I have a 
’ luncheon engagement for which I am already late.” 

Pie shook hands with both the Tanioscs and with the ’ 
children. I did the same. 

\ We delayed for a minute or two in the hall. Poirot 
wanted to put through a telephone call. I waited for 
him by the' hall porter’s desk. I was standing there when 
I saw Mrs. Tanios come out into the hall and look search- 
ingly around. She had a hunted, harried look. She 
■saw me and came swiftly across to me. 

146 



"Your friend — Poirot — suppose he has gone?” 

"No, he is in the telephone box." 

"Oh." 

"You wanted to speak to him?" 

She nodded. Her air of nervousness increased. 

Poirot came out of the box at that moment and saw 
\is standing together. He came quicklj' across to us. ■ 

"M. Poirot," she began quickly in a low, hurried voice. 
"There is somctliing that I would like to say — ^that I 
must tell you — “ , 

"Yes, madamc.” 

"It is important — ^very important. You see — " 

She stopped. Dr. Tanios and the two children had 
just emerged from the writing-room. He came across 
and joined us. 

"Having a few last ■words with M. Poirot, Bella?" 

His tone was good-humoured, the smile on his face 
pleasantness itself. 

"Yes — " She hesitated, then said, "Well, that is really 
all, M. Poirot. I just wanted you to tell Theresa that 
we will back her up in anything she decides to do. I 
quite sec that the family vmst stand together." 

She nodded brightly to us, then taking her husband’s 
arm she moved off in the direction of the dining-room. 

I caught Poirot by the shoulder." 

"That wasn’t what she started to say, Poirot!” 

He shook his head slowly, watching the retreating 
couple. 

"She changed her mind,” I went on. 

“Yes, mon ami, slic' changed her mind." 

"Why?” 

"I wish I knew," he murmured. 

"She will tell us some other time," I said hopefully. 

"I wonder. I rather fear — she may not....” 



CHAPTER XVIII 
"A Nigger in the Woodpile" 

We had lunch at a small restaurant not far away. I 
\vas eager to learn what he made of the various members 
of the Anihdell family. 

"Well, Poirot?" I asked impatiently. 

With a look of reproof Poirot turned his whole atten- 
tion to the menu. ^Vhen he had ordered he leaned back 
in his chair, broke his roll of bread in half and said with 
a slightly mocking intonation : 

"Well, Hastings?” 

"What do you think of them now you’ve seen them all ?’’ 

Poirot replied slowly : 

"Mar foi, I think they are an interesting lot ! Really 
this case is an enchanting study ! It is, how do you say, 
the box of surprises? Look how each time I say, ‘I 
got a letter from Miss Arundell before she died,’ some- 
thing crops up. From Miss Lawson I leam about the 
missing money. Mrs. Tanios says at once, ‘About my 
;husband ?’ V^y about her husband ? Why should 
Miss Arundell write to me, Hercule Poirot, about Dr., 
Tanios?" 

, "That woman has something on her mind," I said. 

“Yes, she knows something. But what} Miss Pea- 
body tells us that Charles Arundell w'ould murder his 
grandmother for twopence. Miss Lawson says that 
Mrs. Tanios would murder any one if her husband told 
her to do so. Dr. Tanios says that Charles and Theresa 
are rotten to the core, and he hints that their mother was 
a murderess and says apparently carelessly that Theresa 
is capable of murdering any one in cold blood. 

"They have a pretty opinion of each other, all these 
people ! Dr. Tanios thinks, or says he tliinks, that there 
was undue influence. His wife, before he came in, evi- 
dently did not think so. She does not want to contest 
the will at first. Later she veers round. See you, Has- 
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tings — ^it is a pot that boils and seethes and every now 
and then a significant fact comes to the surface and can - 
be seen. There is so?neihmg in the depths there — ^yes, 
there is somci1mg\ I swear it, by my faith as Herculc 
Poirot, I swear it!" 

I was impressed in spite of myself by his earnestness. 

After a minute or two I said ; 

"Perhaps you arc right, but it seems so vague — so 
nebulous." 

"But you agree with me that there is something V’ 

"Yes," I said hesitatingly. "I believe I do." 

Poirot leaned across the table. His eyes bored into 
mine. 

"Yes — ^j'ou have changed. You are no longer amused, 
superior — indulging me in my academic pleasures. But 
what is it that has convinced you ? It is not my excellent 
reasoning — non, ce 7i'csi pas fa! But something — some- 
thing quite independent — has produced an effect on you. 
Tell me, my friend, what it is that has suddenly induced 
you to take this matter seriously?" 

"I think,” I said slowly, "it was Mrs. Tanios. She 
looked — she looked — afraid....” 

"Afraid of me ?” 

"No — no, not of you. It was something else. She 
spoke so quietly and sensibly to begin with — a natural 
resentment at the terms of the will, perhaps, but otherwise 
she seemed so resigned and willing to leave things as 
they arc. It seemed the natural attitude of a well-bred 
but rather apathetic woman. And then that sudden 
change — the eagerness with w'hich she came over to 
Dr. Tanios’s point of view'. The way she came out into 
the hall after us — ^thc — ^almost fintive way — " 

Poirot nodded encouragingly. 

"And another little thing which you may not have 
noticed — ” 

"I notice evei^ffhing 1” 

"I mean the point about her husband’s visit to Little- 
green House on that last Sunday. I could sw'ear she knew 
nothing of it — that it was the most complete surprise 
to her and yet she took her cue so quickly — agreed that 


he had told her' about it and that, she had forgotten.- 
I — didn’t like it, Poirot.” 

"You arc quite right, Hastings— it %vas significant— ; 


"It left an ugly impression of— of fear on me. ’ 

Poirot nodded his head' slowly. . ; 

"You felt the same?” I asked. 

"Yes — that impression was very definitely in the air. ” 
He paused and then went on : "And yet you liked Tanios, , 
did you not ? You found him an agreeable man, open- 
hearted, good-natured, genial. Attractive in spite of 
your insular prejudice against the Argentines, the Portu- 
'gucse and the Greeks — a thoroughly congenial person- 
ality ?” 

"Yes," I admitted. "I did." 

In the silence that ensued, I watched Poirot. Presently 
I said : "What are you thinking of, Poirot ?” 

“I am reflecting on various people, handsome young 
Norman Gale, bluff, hearty Evelyn Howard, the plea- 
sant Dr. Sheppard, the quiet, reliable Knighton." 

For a moment I did not understand these references 
to people who had figured in past cases. 

"v^at of them?” I asked. 

"They v/ere all delightful personalities....” 

"My goodness, Poirot, do you really think Tanios — " 

"No, no. Do not jump to conclusions, Hastings. 

I am only pointing out that one’s own personal reactions 
to people are singularly unsafe guides. One must go 
not by one’s feelings but by facts.” 

"H’m,”T said. "Facts are not our strong suit. No, 
no, Poirot, don’t go over it all again!" 

"I will be brief, my friend, do not fear. To begin 
with, we have quite certainly a case of attempted mur- 
der. You admit that, do you not?" 

"Yes," I said slowly. "I do." 

I had, up to now, been a little sceptical over Poirot’s 
(as I thought) somewhat fanciful reconstruction of the 
events on the night of Easter Tuesday. I was forced 
to admit, however, that his deductions were perfectly 
logical. 


"Tres Indu. Now one cannot have, attempteci tnnraer 
without a murderer. One of the people present 
evening was a murderer — in intention if not 
"Grantcd.” , , 

“Then that is our starting point — a muraerer. \\e 
make a few inquiries — ^we, as j'ou would say, ^ stir the 
mud — and what do we get — several very interesting accu- 
sations uttered apparently casually in the course of conver- 
sations.” 

“You think they were not casual?" 

“Impossible to tell at the moment I IMiss Lawson’s 
innocent seeming way of bringing out the feet that 
Charles threatened his aunt may have been quite innocent 
or it may not. Dr. Tanios’s remarks about Theresa 
Arundell may have absolutely no malice behind them, 
but be merely a phj'sician’s genuine opinion, bliss 
Peabody, on the other hand, is probably quite genuine 
in her opinion of Charles Arundell's proclivities — but 
it is, after all, merely an opinion. So it goes on. There 
is a saying, is there not, a nigger in the woodpile. Eh 
bicii, that is just what I find here. There is — not a nigger 
— but a murderer in our woodpile." 

"What I’d like to know is what you yourself really 
think, Poirot." 

“Hastings — ^Hastings — do not permit myself to 'think* 
— not, that is, in the sense that you are using the v/ord. 
At the moment I only make certain reflections.” 

"Such as?" 

“I consider the questions of motive. What are the 
likely motives for Miss Arundell’s death? Clearly the 
most obvious one is gain. Who would have gained by 
bliss Arundell s death — ifshe had died on Easter Tuesday?" 

''Every' one— with the exception of Miss Lawson ” 

“Precisely." 

person is automatically cleared,” 

. xes, said Poirot thoughtfully. “It v;ouid seem so. 
liut the interesting thing is that the person who v/ould 
lave gained nothing if death had occurred on Easter 
late? everytliing when death occurs tv/o v/eeks 



"What are you getting at, Poirot?” I said, slightly 
puzzled. / j 

"Cause and effect, my friend, cause and effect.' 

I looked at him doubtfully. 

He went on : ' ' 

‘Troceed logically! What exactly happened— after the, 
accident ?” 

I hate Poirot in this mood. Whatever' one says is 
bound to be wrong! I proceeded wth intense caution. 

"Miss Arundel! was laid up in bed." 

"Exactly. With plenty of time to think. "What next ?” 

"She wrote to you.” 

Poirot nodded. 

"Yes, she wrote to me. And the letter was not 
posted. A thousand pities, that.” 

"Do you suspect that there was something fishy about 
that letter not being posted?" 

Poirot frowned. 

"There, Hastings, I have to confess that I do not know. 
I think — in %dew of everything I am almost sure — ^that 
the letter was genuinely mislaid. I believe — but I can- 
not be sure — that the fact that such a letter was written 
was unsuspected by anybody. Continue — v.’hat happened 
next ?" 

I reflected. 

"The lawyer’s visit,” I suggested. 

"Yes — she sent for her lawyer and in due course he 
arrived." 

"And she made a new will," I continued. 

"Precisely. She made a new and very unexpected will.' 
I^ow, in view of that will we have to consider very care- 
fully a statement made to us by Ellen. Ellen said, if 
you remember, that Miss Lawson was particularly 
anxious that the news that Bob had been out all night 
should not get to Miss Arundell’s ears." 

"But — oh, I see — ^no, I don’t. Or do I begin to see 
■what you are hinting at? 

"I doubt it 1" said Poirot. "But if you do, you realize, 
I hope, the supreme importance of that statement.” 

, He fixed me with a fierce eye. 


"Of course. Of course,” I said hurriedly. 

"And then,” continued Poirot, "various other things 
happen. Charles and Theresa come for the week-end, 
and Miss Arundell shows the new will to Charles — er — «'o 
he says.” 

"Don’t you believe him?” 

"I only believe statements that are checked. Miss 
Arundell does not show it to Theresa." 

"Because she thought Charles would tell her.” 

“But he doesn’t. Why doesn’t he?” 

"According to Charles himself he did tell her.” 

"Theresa said quite positively that he didn’t — a very 
interesting and suggestive little clash. And when we 
depart she calls him a fool.” 

"I’m getting fogged, Poirot,” I said plaintively. 

"Let us return to the sequence of events. Dr. Tanios 
comes douTi on Sunday — possibly without the know- 
ledge of his wife.” 

"I should say certainly without her knowledge." 

"Let us say probably. To proceed! Charles and 
Theresa leave on the Monday. Miss Arundell is in good 
health and spirits. She eats a good dinner and sits in 
the dark wth the Tripps and Miss Lawson. Towards 
the end of the seance she is taken ill. She retires to bed 
and dies four days later and Miss Lawson inherits all her 
money, and Captain Hastings says she died a natural death 1" 

"Whereas Hcrcule Poirot says she was given poison in 
her dinner on no cHdence at all I” 

"I have some evidence, Hastings. Think over our 
conversation with the Misses Tripp. And also one 
staternent that stood out from Miss Lawson’s somewhat 
rambling conversation.” 

"Do 5 'ou mean the fact that she had curry for dinner ? 
Curry would mask the taste of a drug. Is tliat what you 
meant ?” 

Poirot said slowly : 

,]^cs, tlic ^rryf has a certain significance, perhaps.” 

"But," I said, "if what you advance (in defiance of all 
the medical evidence) is true, only Miss Lawson or one 
of the maids could have killed her." 



‘1 wonder.” 

"Or the Tripp women? 'Nonsense. I can’t believe, 
that! All these people are palpably innocent." • 

Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 

"Remember this, Hastings, stupidity — or even silli- 
ness, for that matter-can go hand in hsmd with intense 
cunning. And do not forget the original attenipt at 
murder. That was not the handiwork of a particularly 
clever or complex brain. It was a very simple little murder, 
suggested by Bob and his habit of leaving the ball at the 
top of the stairs. The thought of putting a thread across 
the stairs was quite simple and easy — a child could have 
thought of it!" 

I frowned. - 

"You mean — ” 

"I mean that what we are seeking to find here is just 
one thing — ^the wish to kill. Nothing more than that.” 

"But the poison must have been a very skilful one to 
leave no trace,” I argued. "Something that the ordi- 
nary person would have difficulty in getting hold of. Oh, ■ 
damn it all, Poirot, I simply can’t believe it now. You 
can’t know\ It’s all pure hypothesis." 

"You are wrong, my friend. As the result of our 
various conversations this morning I have now something 
definite to go upon. Certain faint but unmistakable 
indications. The only thing is — ^I am afraid." 

"Afraid? Of what?" 

He said gravely ; 

"Of disturbing the dogs that sleep. That is one of 
your proverbs, is it not? To let the sleeping dogs lie! 
That is what our murderer does at present^ — sleeps hap- 
pily in the sun.... Do we not know, you and I, Hastings, 
how often a murderer, lus confidence disturbed, turns 
and kills a second — or even a third time I” 

‘Tou are afraid of that happening ?” 

He nodded, 

, "Yes. If there is a murderer in the woodpile — and I 
think there is, Hastings. Yes, I think there is,.,.” 



CHAPTER XIX 
Visit to Mr. Purvis 


Poirot called for his bill and paid it, 

"What do we do next?" I asked. 

"We arc eoing to do what you suggested this morning. 
Wc are going to Harchesir to interview Mr Pur- 
vis. That is why I telephoned from the Durham Hotel. 
"You telephoned to Funds?" 

"No, to Theresa Arundell. I asked her to \mte me 
a letter of introduction to him. To approach him \nth 
any chance of success we must be accredited by the family. 
She promised to send it round to my flat by hand. It 
should be aviaiting us there now.” 

We found not only the letter but Charles Arundell, 
who had brought it round in person. 

"Nice place you have here, M. Poirot,” he remarked, 
glancing round the sitting-room of the flat. 

At that raoment my eye was caught by an imperfectly 
shut drawer 5n the desL A small slip of paper was pre- 
venting w from .Abutting. 

if there was cne thing absolutely incredible it 
was '-hit Tiirrot var.md xbit a drawer in such a fashion! 
I inncef: nmiugu-ulij at Charles. He had been alone 
t. iHi TCt'.iit I'V-adirg^ C'lr arrival. I had no doubt that 


r-s rest t;a!r.ir_g- the time by snooping among Poirot’s 
v'liat s peng crook the fellow was! I felt 
with indignation. 

Crsrife: h::mdc waa in a most cheerful mood. 

Ktte we are," he remarked, presenting a letter. "All 
present and correct-— and I hope you’ll have more luck 
wiA old Puri'is than we did,” 

^ suppose r 

Definitely discouraging.... In his opinion the Law- 
son bird had clearly got away with the doings.” 
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Charles grinned. , - 

"I corisidered it— yes. But there seemed to be nothing 
doing. My eloquence was in vain. The pathetic picture 
of the disinherited black sheep — and a sheep not so black 
as he was painted (or so I endeayoured to suggest) — 
failed to move the woman! You know, she definitely 
seems to dislike me! T don’t know why," He laughed. 
"Most old women fall for me quite easily. They think 
Fve never been properly understood and that I’ve never 
•had a fair chance!” _ ' , 

“A useful point of view." 

"Oh, it’s been extremely useful before now. But, 
as I say, with the Lawson bird, nothing doing. I think, 
she’s rather anti-man. Probably used to chain herself 
to railings and wave a suffragette flag in good old pre-war 
days.” 

"All, well,” said Poirot, shaking his head. "If simpler 
methods fail — ’’ 

“We must take to crime,” said Charles cheerfully. 

"Aha," said Poirot. "Now, speaking of crime, young 
man, is it true that you threatened your aunt — ^ffiat you 
said that you would ‘bump her off,’ or words to that 
effect?” 

Charles sat down In a chair, stretched his legs out in, 
front of him and stared hard at Poirot, 

“Now who told you that?" he said. 

"No matter. Is it true?" 

"Well, there are elements of truth about it." 

"Come, come, let me hear the true story — ^the true 
story, mind.” 

"Oh, you can have it, sir. There was nothing melodra- 
matic about it. I’d been attempting a touch — ^if you 
gather what I mean,” 

"I comprehend.” 

‘‘Well, that didn’t go according to plan. Aunt Emily 
intimated that any efforts to separate her and her money 
would be quite unavailing i Well, I didn’t lose my tem- 
per, but I put it to her plainly. ‘Now look here, Aiint 
Emily,’ I said, ‘you know, you’re going about things 
in such a way that you’ll end by getting bumped offt’ 

«s6 


She said, rather sniffily, what did I rraera. ' 
I said. ‘Here are 5’our friends and ndrdms : 
around with their mouths open, all as roar 
mice — whatever church mice may hs — all het 
what do you do ? Sit down on” the dfrrs and 
part. That’s the way people get thenselTes 




purt. ijiais me way people get theicselves : 

Take it from rne, if you’re bumped on, venTL cn> hr 
yourself to blame.’ 

"She looked at me then, over the top of her sreraad: 
m a way she had. Looked at me rather nasdlr. T)' 
she said drily enough, ‘so that’s your opinion, is itr 

5 “P ^ mv advice 

you. Thank you, Charles,’ she said, ‘for'voiir 
meant advice. But I think you’ll find I’m weh ‘ 
take care of myself.’ ‘Please yourself, Aunt Enrib-’ 
I said. I was grinning all over my face— and I 
she wasn t as grim as she tried to look. ‘Don’t sav^T 

"Sl'pra.''™’ she sail-"-” 

,,P’^t’s all there was to it." 




''A J // • * ^ 

Til t"™ f *« “'i 

h is^true. then?" 

^0 ^P- Had 

in a drawer and helned mvo^If f ® wad of notes 

— didn’t think mv^ liH-i ^ ^ ^ modest 

E^n then, they’d probablv^tV%*°” noticed. 

Poirot said dnly^; ° ^ servants.” 

''‘“'•“ScllSataT” 


Phori 1 ‘"“^crrained." 

Charles shrugged his shoulders 
.Every one for himself"’ i ' 

And h he murmured. 


an 
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did you come to know about it — ^and about the bum'ping- 
off conversation?" 

"Miss Lawson told me." 

"The sly old pussy cati" He looked, I thought, 'just 
a shade disturbed, “She doesn’t like me and she doesn’t 
like Theresa,” he said presently. ‘Tou don’t , think — 
she’s got anything more up her sleeve ?" 

"What coyld'she have?" 

"Oh, I don’t know. It’s just that she strikes me as a 
malicious old devil.” He paused. "She hates Theresa...” 
he added. ' , 

"Did you know, Mr.' Arundell, that Dr. Tanios came 
dovoa to see your aunt on the Sunday before she died ?" 

"Wliat — on die Sunday that we were there?" 

"Yes. You did not <^ee him ?" 

"No. We were out for a walk in the afternoon.' I 
suppose he must have come then. Funny that Aunt 
Emily didn’t mention his visit. Who told you ?” 

"Miss Lawson." 

"Lawson again ? She seems to be a mme of informa- 
tion,” 

He paused and then said : "You know, Tanios is a nice 
fellow. I like him. Such a jolly, smiling chap.” 

"He has an attractive personality, yes," said Poirot. 

Charles rose to his feet. 

"If I’d been him I’d have murdered the dreary Bella 
years ago f Doesn't she strike you as the tjipe of woman 
who is marked out by fate to be a victim ? You know, 

I should never be surprised if bits of her turned up in 
a trunk at Margate or somewhere!” 

'Tt is not a pretty action that you attribute there to 
her husband the good doctor,” said Poirot severely. 

"No," said Charles meditatively. "And I don’t think 
really that Tanios would hurt a fly. He’s much too 
kind-hearted.” 

"And what about you ? Would you do murder if 
it were made worth your while?” 

Charles laughed — ringing, genuine laugh. 

"Thinking about a spot of blackmail, M. Poirot ? No- 
thing doing. 1 can assure 3 mu that I didn’t put” — ^he . 


stopped suddenly and then went on — ^"str>’chnine in 
Aunt Emily’s soup.” 

With a careless wave of his hand lie departed. 

"Were you trying to frighten him, Poirot?" I a.shcd. 
"If so, I don’t think you .succeeded. He showed no 
guilty reactions whatsoever." 

"No ?" 

"No. He seemed quite unrufUcd." 

"Curious that pause he made," said Poirot. 

"A pause ?" 

"Yes. A pause before the word ‘strychnine.’ Almost 
as though he had been about to say something else and 
thought better of it." 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

"He was probably thinking of a good, venomous- 
sounding' poison." 

"It is possible. It is possible. But let us set off. We 
will, I think, stay tlic night at The George in Market 
Basing." 

Ten minutes later saw us speeding through London, 
bound once more for the country. 

We arrived in Harchester about four o’clock .and made 
our way straight to the offices of Purvis, Purvis, Charles- 
worth and Purvis. 

Mr. Purvis was a big, solidly built man with white 
hair and a rosy complexion. He had a little die look 
of a countiy squire. His manner was courteous but 
reserved. 

He read the letter we had brought and then looked 
at us across the top of his desk. It was a slirewd look 
and a somewhat searching one. 

"I know you by name, of course, M. Poirot," he said 
politely. "Miss Arundcll and her brother have, I gather, 
engaged your services in this matter, but e.\'actiy in what- 
capacity you propose to be of use to them I am at a loss . 
to imagine." 

"Shall we say, Mr. Purvis, a fuller investigation of all 
the circumstances r" 

The lawyer said drily ; "bliss Arundell and her 
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brother have already had itiy, opinion as to the legal 
position. The circumstances were perfectly clear and 
admit of no misrepresentation.” 

"Perfectly, perfectly," said Poirot quickly. "But you 
will not, I am sure, object to just repeating them so that 
I can envisage the situation clearly." • , 

The lawyer bowed his head. 

"I am at your service.” 

Poirot began : ' _ • 

"Miss Arundell wrote to you giving you instructions 
on the seventeenth of April, I believe?” 

Mr., Purvis consulted some papers on the table before 
him. 

"Yes, that is correct." 

"Can you tell me what she said?” 

“She asked me to draw up a will. There were to be 
legacies to two servants and to three or four charities. 
The rest of her estate was to pass to Wilhelmina Lawson 
absolutely.” 

"You will pardon me, Mr. Purvis, but you were sur- 
prised?” 

"I will admit that — ^yes, I was surprised.” 

"Miss Arundell had made a will previously?” 

"Yes, she had made a will five years ago." 

"That will, after certain small legacies, left her pro- 
perty to her nephew and nieces?" 

"The bulk of her estate was to be dhdded equally, 
between the children of her brother Thomas and the 
daughter of Arabella Biggs, her sister," 

"What has happened to that will?" 

"At Miss Arundell’s request I brought it with me when 
I visited her at Littlegreen House on April 21st.” 

"I should be much obliged to you, Mr. Purvis, if 
you would give me a full description of everything that 
occurred on that occasion.” 

The lawyer paused for a minute or two. Then be 
said, very precisely : 

'1 arrived at Littlegreen House at three o’clock in the 
afternoon. One of my clerks accompanied me. Miss 
Arundell received me in the drawing-room." 
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"How did she look to your” \ 

"She seemed to me in good health in spite of the fact 
that she was walking with a stick. T hat, I understand, 
was on account of a fall she had recently. Her general 
healtli, as I say, seemed gor^d. She struck me as slightly 
nervous and over-excited in manner." 

"Was Miss Lawson witli her?" 

"She was with her when I arrived. But she left ns 
immediately." 

"And then?" 

"Miss Arundell asked me if I had done what she had 
asked me to do, and if I had brought tlie new will with 
me for her to sign. 

"I said I had done so. I — er — " He hesitated for 
a minute or two, then went on stiffly ; "I may as well 
say that, as far as it w-as proper for me to do so, I remons- 
trated wuth Miss Arundell. I pointed out to her that 
this new will might be regarded as grossly unfair to her 
family who w’cre, after all, her oivn flesh and blood." 

"And her ansiver?" 

"She asked me if the money was or was not her own 
to do with as she liked. I replied that certainly that was 
the case. ‘Very ivcll then,’ she said. I reminded her 
that she had Icnown tliis Miss Lawson a very short time, 
and I asked her if she w'as quite sure that the injustice 
she was doing to her o^vn family W'as legitimate. Her 
reply ivas, ‘My dear friend, I laiow perfeefly what I am 
doing.’ ” 

"Her manner was excited, you say.” 

"I think I can definitely say that it was, but understand 
me, M. Poirot, she ivas in full possession of her faculties. 
She was in every sense of the word fully competent to 
manage licr oum affairs. Though my sympathies are 
entirely with hliss Arundell’s family, I should be obliged 
to maintain that in any court of law." 

""rhat is quite understood. Proceed. I pray of you.” 

"Miss Arundell read through her existing will. Then 
she stretched out her band for the one I had had drawn 
J say that I would have preferred to submit 
a draft first, but she had impressed upon me that the will 


must be brought her ready to sign. That presented no 
difficulties as its provisions were so simple. She read 
it through, nodded her head, and said she would , sign 
it straightaway. I felt it rny duty to enter one last pro- 
test. She heard me out quite patiently, but said that hei 
mind was quite made up. I called in my clerk , and he 
and the gardener acted as witnesses to her^ signature. 
The sen^ants, of course, were ineligible owing to the 
fact that they were beneficiaries under the will.” 

. "And afterwards, did she entrust the will to you for 
safe-keeping ?” 

"No, she placed it in a drawer of her desk, tvliich 
drawer she locked." ^ 

"What was done with the original uill ? Did she des- 
troy it?” 

"No, she locked it away with the other.” 

"After her death, where was the will found ?" 

"In that same drawer. As executor I had her keys 
and went tlirough her papers and business documents." 

"Were both wills in the draw'er?" 

"Yes, exactly as she had placed them there.” 

"Did you question her at all as to the motive for this 
rather surprising action?" 

"I did. But I got no satisfactory answer. She merely 
assured me that ‘she knew what she was doing.’ " 

“Nevertheless you were surprised at the proceeding?” 

"Very surprised. Miss Arundell, I should say, had 
always shown herself to have a strong sense of family 
feeling." 

Poirot was silent a minute, then he asked : 

"You did not, I suppose, have any conversation with 
Miss Law'son on the subject?” 

"Certainly not. Such a proceeding would have been 
highly improper." . , 

Mr. Purvis looked scandalized at the mere suggestion. 

"Did Miss Arundell say anything to indicate that Miss 
. Law'son knew that a will was being drawn in her favour ?" 

"On the contrary. I asked her if Miss Lawson was 
aware of what was being done, and Miss Arundell 
snapped out that she knew nothing about it. 


"It v.'as advisa1)lc, I thought, that Miss Lawson should 
not be aware of what had happened. I endeavoured 
to hint as much and Miss Arundell seemed quite of my 
opinion," 

"Just why did you stress that point, hir. Purvis?" 

The old gentleman relumed his glance with dignity. 

"Such things, in my opinion, arc best undiscussed. 
Also it might have led to future disappointment," 

"Ah !" Poirot drew a long breath, "I ta):e it that you 
thought it probable that Miss Arundell might change her 
mind in the near future?" 

The lawj’cr bowed his head. 

"Tliat is so, I fancied that Miss Arundell had had 
some violent altercation with her family. I thought 
it probable that when she cooled down she would repent 
of her rash decision." 

"In which ease she would have done — what?" 

"She would have given me instructions to prepare 
a new' will." 

"She might have tahen the simpler course of merely 
destroying the will lately made, in w'hich ease the older 
will would have been good ?" 

"That is a somewhat debatable point. All earlier 
wills, you understand, had been definitely revoked by 
the testator." 

"But Miss Arundell would not have had the legal 
knowledge to appreciate that point. She may have 
thought that by destroying the later w’ill, the earlier 
one would stand." 

"It is quite possible." 

"Actually, if .she died intestate, her money W'ould pass 
to her family?” 

"Yes. One half to Mrs. Tanios, one half divisible 
between Charles and Theresa Arundell. But the fact 
remains, however, that she did not change her mindl 
She died with her decision unchanged." 

"But that," .<^aid Poirot, "is where I come in.” 

'I'lic lawyer looked at him inquiringly, 

Poirot leaned forward. 

"Supposing,” he said, "that hliss Arundell, on her 



deathbed, wished to destroy that .will Supposing tliat 
she believed that she had. destroyed it — but that, in 
reality, she only destroyed the first will.” 

Mr. Purws shook his head. 

"No, both wills were intact." 

"Then supposing she destroyed a dummy will— under 
the impression that she . was destroying the genuine: docu- 
ment.' She was very ill, remember; it would.be easy' 
to deceive her.” 

"You would have to bring evidence to that effect,” 
said the law}'er sharply. 

"Oh, undoubtedly — ^undoubtedly....” 

"Is there — ^may I ask — ^is there any reason to believe 
something of the, kind happened?” 

Poirot drew back a little. 

"I should not like to commit myself at this stage — ’’ 

"Naturally, naturally,” said Mr. Purvis, agreeing with 
a phrase that was familiar to him. 

^But I may say, strictly in confidence, that there are 
some curious features about this business!” 

"Really? You don’t say so?" 

Mr, Purvis rubbed his hands together with a kind 
of pleasurable anticipation. 

"What I wanted from you and what I have got,” con- 
tinued Poirot, "is your opinion that Miss Arimdell would, 
sooner or later, have changed her mind and relented 
towards her family." 

"That is only my personal opinion, of course,” the 
lawyer pointed out. 

"My dear sir, I quite understand. You do not, I 
believe, act for Miss Lawson?” 

"I advised Miss Lawson to consult an independent 
solicitor,” said Mr, Purvis, 

His tone was wooden. 

_■ Poirot shook hands with him, thanking him for his 
kindness and the information he had given us. , 



CHAPTER XX 

Second Visit to Litticgrccn House 

On our %vay from Harchester to Market Basing, a 
matter of some ten miles, we discussed tlie situation. 

"Have you any grounds at all, Poirot, for that suggest- 
ion you threw out ?” 

"You mean that Miss Arundell may have believed 
that that particular Mil was destroyed ? No, w/on omi — 
frankly, no. But it was incumbent upon me — ^j^ou 
must perceive that — to make son/c sort of suggestion! 
Mr. Purvis is a shrewd man. Unless I threw out some 
hint of the kind I did, he would ask liimsclf what I could 
be doing in this affair." 

"Do you know what you remind me of, Poirot?" 

"No, /non anti." 

"Of a juggler juggling with a lot of different-coloured 
balls! They arc all in the air at once.” 

"The different-coloured balls arc the different lies 
I tell— eh ?” 

"Thai’s about the size of it." 

"And some day, you think, there will come the grand 
crash ?" 

"You can’t keep it up for ever," I pointed out. 

"That is true. There will come the grand moment 
when I catch the balls one b)' one, make my bow, and 
walk off the stage." 

"To the sound of thunderous applause from the 
audience." 

Poirot looked at me rather suspiciously, 

"That well may be, yes." 

"We didn’t learn verj-^ much from Mr. Purvis,” I re- 
marked, edging away, from the danger-point, 

]|No, except that it confirmed our general ideas.” 

“And it confirmed Miss' Lawson’s statement that she 
Imcw nothing about the will until after tlie old lady’s 
death.” ^ 



"Me, I do not see that it confirmed anytlomg of the 
sort,” 

'Turvis advised hliss Anmdell p.ot to tell her, and 
Miss Anmdell replied tliat she had no intention of doing 
-so.” ! . 

"Yes, that is all very nice and clear. But there 
are keyholes, my friend, and keys that unlock locked 
drawers.” 

“Do you really thinlc that Miss Lawson would eaves- 
drop and poke and pry aroimd ?” I asked, rather shocked. 

Poirot smiled. 

"Miss Lawson — she is not an old school tie, mon cher. 
We know that she overheard one conversation which she 
was not supposed to have heard — refer to the one in 
which Charles and his aunt discussed the question of 
bumping off miserly relatives.” 

I admitted the truth of that. 

“So you see, Hastings, she may easily have overheard 
some of the conversation between Mr. Purvis and Miss 
Arundell. He has a good, resonant voice, 

■ "As for poking and prying,” went on Poirot, "more 
people do it than you w'ould suppose. Timid and easily 
frightened people such as Miss Lawson often acquire, 
a number of mildly dishonourable habits which are a 
great solace and recreation to them." 

“Really, Poirot!” I protested. 

He nodded his head a good many times, 

“But yes, it is So, it is so." 

We arrived at The George and took a couple of rooms. 
Then' we strolled off in the direction of Littlegreen House. 

When we rang the bell. Bob immediately answered 
the challenge. Dashing across the hall, barking furiously, 
he flung himself against the front door. 

“I’ll have your liver and your lights!” he snarled. 
"I’ll tear you limb from limb! I’ll teach you to try and 
get into this house! Just wait until I get my teeth into 
you.” 

A soothing murmur added itself to the clamour. 

"Now then, boy. Now then, there’s a good doggie. 
Come in here." 



Bob, dmggcd by the collar, vras immured in the 
morning-room much against his v.-ill. 

"Ahvays spoiling a fellow's sport," he grumbled. "First 
chance I’ve had of giving any one a really good fright 
for ever so long. Just aching to get my teeth into a 
trouser leg. You be careful of yourself without me to 
protect you." 

The door of the moming-room Avas shut on him, and 
Ellen drew back bolts and bars and opened the front 
door. 

"Oh. it’s you, sir,” she exclaimed. 

She drew the door right back. A lookof highly plea- 
surable excitement spread over her face. 

"Come in, sir, if 3'ou please, sir." 

We entered the hall. From beneath the door on the 
left, loud snuffling sounds proceeded, interspersed with 
growls. Bob was endeavouring to "place" us cor 
rectly, 

"You can let him out,'" I suggested. 

"I will, sir. He’s quite all right, reallj', but he makes 
such a noise and rushes at people so it frightens tliem. 
He’s a splendid watchdog though." 

She opened the moming-roora door, and Bob shot 
through like a suddenly projected cannon-ball. 

"Who is it? Where are they? Oh, there you are. 
Dear me, don’t I seem to remember — ’’ Sniff — sniff — 
sniff — prolonged snort, "Of course! We have metl” 

"Hullo, old man," I said. ‘‘How goes it?" 

Bob wagged his tail perfunctorily. 

"Niccl}', thank j'ou. Let me just see — ” He resumed 
his researches. "Been talking to a spaniel lately, I smell. 
Foolish dogs, I think. What’s this? A cat? That 
is interesting. Wish we had her there. We’d have a 
rare sport. H’m — not a bad bull-terrier." 

Having correctly diagnosed a visit I had lately paid 
to some doggy friends, he transferred his attentions to ' 
Poirot, inhaled a noseful of benzine and walked away 
rcproachfulU'. 

"Bob," I called. 

He threw me a look over his shoulder. 



“It’s all right. I know what Fm doing. Fll be back 

in a jiffy.” ', ■ » 

"The house is all shut up. I hope you’ll excuse— . 
Ellen hurried into the raoming-roont and began to . 
unfasten the shutters.- , 

"Excellent, this is e.xcellent,” said Poirot, following 
her in and sitting doun. As I was about to join him, 
Bob jreappeared from some mysterious region, ball - in 
mouth. He dashed up the stairs and sprawled himself 
oh the top step, his ball between his pau^s. His tail 
wagged slowly. 

. “Come on,” he said. "Come on. Let’s have a game.". 

My interest in detection momentarily eclipsed, we, 
played for some minutes, then witlr a feeling of guilt ' 
I hurried into the morning-room. 

Poirot and Ellen seemed to be well away on the sub- 
ject of illness and medicines. 

“Some little white pills, sir, that’s all she used to take. 
Two or three after every meal. That was Dr. Grainger’s 
orders. Oh, yes, she was very good about it. Tiny ' 
little things they were. And then there was some stuff !- 
Miss Lawson swore by. Capsules, they were. Dr. Lough- 
barrow’s Liver Capsules. You can see advertisements 
of them on all the hoardings.” 

"She took those too?” 

"Yes. Miss Lawson got her them to begin with, and 
she thought they did her good.” 

"Did Dr. Grainger know?" 

"Oh, sir, he didn’t mind. ‘You take ’em if you think 
they do you good,’ he’d say to her. And she said, /Well, 
you may laugh, but they do do me good. A lot better 
'than any of your physic.’ And Dr. Grainger, he laughed, ' 
and said faith was worth all the drugs ever invented." 

“She didn’t take anything else?” 

. "No. Miss Bella’s husband, the foreign doctor, he; 
went out and got her a bottle of something, but although 
she thanked him very politely she poured it away and 
, that I know for a fact! And I think she was right. You • 
don’t know where you are wth these foreign things.” 

“Mrs. Tanios saw her jiouring it away, didn’t she ?” 

i68 





"Yes, and I’m afraid she 'v'v.? r::rr: 
poor lady. I’m sorry, too, for r.o -r- 
meant on the doctor’s part.” 

"No doubt. No doubt. I sv-rp-'se ri'y 
that were left in the house were ere™. e“rf~rx_- 
Anindcll died?" 

Ellen looked a little surprised " tre ryescr-rr- _ 

"Oh, yes, sir. The nurse threrr r™- rrc— 
I./a\vson got rid of all the old ic: in dbr nerrrre-crp'-r: 
in the bathroom." 

"Is tliat ^Yhcrc die — er — ^Dr. L~:plrrrrTs 
Capsules were kept?” 

"No, they were kept in the ccrrrr-rryrcrf rr t 
. dining-room so as to be handy frr r:.'~g 
as directed." 

"What nurse attended Miss Anmdeil: Cnymyr^ 
me lier name and address:' 

Ellen could supply that at enr: and edd- 

Poirot continued to ask cnesrims an‘~ J-fe imn- 
dell’s last illness. 

Ellen gave details with relish, cisndnfnr the sfehnes-- 
,thc pain, the onset of jauni'ce, and the zrsl delfriurs. 
I don’t know whether Poircr tsat apr satiriketfen out of 
the catalogue. He listened p-izendy enough and occa* 
sionally interpolated some patsent h'fde question, 
usuall)' about Miss Lawson and the amount of time she 
spent in the sick-room. He was zlso exceedingly inter- 
ested in die diet admimstered to the ill woman, com- 
paring It widi that administered to some dead relative 
(iion-pistcnt) of his own. 

Seeing that diey were cnjop'ng themselves so much, 

I stole out m hall spin. Bob had gone to sleep m 
the landing, Jus 

This 
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time, however, doubtless out of offended dm 








.C\_cral timp catching it back at the hs^ 
■Disappointed, aren’t you'? Wdl. 

■t you have it this time" ' ^ 

"hen I ne.« ,™ bd to fc 


was talking about Dr, Tanios’s surprise visit on the Sun- 
day before the old lady’s death. 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Charles and Miss Theresa were out foi 
a walk. Dr. Tanios wasn’t expected, I know. The 
mistress was lying do-wn and she was very surprised 
when I told her who it was. ‘Dr. Tanios ?’ she said. 
Ts Mrs. Tanios with him ?’ I told her no, the gentlemar 
had come alone. So she said to tell him she’d be dowr 
in a minute." 

"Did he stay long?” . _ 

“Not above an hour, sir. He didn’t look too pleased 
when he went away." 

"Have you any idea of the — er — purpose of his visit?’ 
. '1 couldn’t say, I’m sure, sir.” 

"You did not happen to hear anything?” 

• Ellen’s face flushed suddenly. 

"No, I did not, sir! I’ve never been one to listen a 
doors, no matter what some people will do — and peopli 
who ought to Imow better!" 

"Oh, but you misunderstand me." Poirot was eager 
apologetic. “It just occurred to me that perhaps yoi 
; \ might have brought in tea while the gentleman was then 
and if so, you could hardly have helped hearing .wha 
. he and your mistress were talking about." 

Ellen was mollified. 

, ."I’m sorry, sir, I misunderstood you. No, Dr. Tanio; 
didn’t stay for tea." 

Poirot looked up at her and tivinkled a little. ' 

"And if I want to know what he came down for-^well 
it is possible that Miss Lawson might be in a positioi 
to know ? Is that it ?” 

“Well, if she doesn’t know, sir, nobody does," sai( 
Ellen with a sniff. 

“Let me see.” Poirot frowned as though trying, t( 
remember. "Miss Lawson’s bedroom — was it nex 
to Miss Arundell’s?” ' ^ 

"No, sir. Miss Lawson’s room is right at the top o 
the staircase. I can show you, sir." 

‘ - Poirot accepted the offer. As he went up the stair 
he kept close to the wall side, and just as he reached th' 




top uttered an exclamation and stooped to his trouscr- 
kg. 

"Ah — I have just caught a thread — ah, yes, there is 
a nail here in the sltirting-board." 

"Yes, there is, sir, I think it must have worked loose 
or something. I’ve caught my dress on it once or twice." 

"Has. it been like that long?" 

"Well, some time. I’m afraid, sir. I noticed it first 
v.-hcn the mistress was laid up — after her accident, that 
was, sir — I tried to pull it out but I couldn’t." 

"It has had a thread round it some time, I think." 

"Thai’s right, sir, tlierc was a little loop of thread, 
I remember. I can’t think what for. I'm sure." 

But there was no suspicion in Ellen’s voice. To her 
it was just one of the things that occur in houses and 
which one docs not bother to explain! 

Poirot had stepped into the room at the top of the stairs. 
It was of moderate size. There were two windows 
directly facing us. There was a dressing-table across 
one corner and between the windows was a wardrobe 
with a long mirror. The bed was to the right behind 
the door facing the windows. On tlie left-hand w'all 
of the room was a big mahogany chest of drawers and 
a marble-topped washstand. 

Poirot looked round the room thoughtfully and then 
came out again on the landing. He went along the pas- 
sage, passing two other bedrooms, and then came to the 
large bed-chamber which had belonged to Emily Arundell. 

"Tlic nurse had the little room next door," Ellen 
explained. 

Poirot nodded thoughtfully. 

As we descended the stairs, he asked if he might walk 
rotind the garden. 

"Oh, yes, sir, certainly. It looks lovely just now.” 

"The gardener is still employed?” 

"Angus? Oh, yes, Angus is still here. Miss Law’son 
wants cvciything kept nice because she thinks it will sell 
better dial way." 

"1 think she is wise. To let a place run to seed is hot 
the good policy." 



' The garden was very peaceful and beautiful. The \vide 
borders, were fuU of lupins and delphiniums and great 
scarlet poppies. The peonies were in bud. Wandering 
along, we came presently to a potting-shed where, a 
-big, rugged old man ■ tos busy. He saluted, us res- 
pectfully and Poirot engaged him in conversation. 

A .mention that -we had seen Mr. Charles thk, day 
thawed the old man ^d he became quite garrulous. 

“Always a one, he was! I’ve knowm him come out 
here with half; a. gooseberry pie and the cook hunting 
high and low for it ! And he’d go back with such an 
innocent face that dumed if they wouldn’t say it must 
have been the cat, though I’ve never loiown a cat eat a 
gooseberry pie! Oh, he’s a one, Mr. Charles is!’’’ 

“He was dp%vn here in April, wasn’t he?” 

"Yes, down here two week-ends. Just before the missus 
died, it was." 

"Did you see much of him?” 

“A good bit, I did. There wasn’t much for a young 
gentleman to do down here, and that’s a fact. Used 
, to stroll up to The George and have one. And then ■ 
■' . he’d potter round here, asking me questions about one 
thing and another.”, 

"About flowers?" 

"Yes — flowers — and weeds too." The old man chuckled. 

. 'TVeeds?" 

Poirot’s voice held a sudden, tentative note. He 
turned his head and looked searchhrgly along the shelves. 
His eye stopped at a tin. 

“Perhaps he wanted to know how you got rid of them ?" 

"He did that!" 

“I suppose this is the stuff you use.” 

Poirot turned the tin gently round and read the label., 

. "That’s it," said Angus. "Very handy stuff it is.” 

"Dangerous stuff?” 

_ “Not if you use it right. It’s arsenic, of course, Had.a 
bit of a joke about that, Mr. Charles and I did. Said 
. as. how when he,^had a wife and didn’t like her, he’d come 
to me and get a little of that stuff to put her awTiy with!' 
Maybe, I sez, r/ie’II be the one that wants to do away 


with you\ Ah, that made him laugh proper, that didl 
It was a good one, that!" 

We laughed as in duty bound, Poirot prised up the 
lid of the tin. 

"Nearly empt}*," he murmured. 

The old man had a look, 

• "A 3 ^ there’s more gone than T thought. No idea I’d 
used that much. I’ll he having to order some more.” 

"Yes," said Poirot, smiling. "I’m afraid there’s hardly 
enough for )'OU to spare me some for viy wife!" 

We all had another good laugh over this witticism. 

"You’re not married, I take it, mister?” 

"No.” 

"Ah 1 It’s always them as isn’t that can afford to joke 
about it. Those that isn’t married don’t know what 
trouble is!” 

“I gather that your wife — ?’’ Poirot paused deli- 
cately. 

"She’s alive all right — very much so.” 

Angus seemed a little depressed about it. 

Complimenting him on his garden, tve bade him fare- 
well. 


CH/\PTER XXI 

The Chmhi. The Nurse. The Doctor 

The tin of weed-killer had started a new train of thought 
in my mind. It was the first definite suspicious circum- 
stance that I had encountered. Charles’s interest in 
it, the old gardener’s obvious surprise at finding the tin 
almost empty — it all seemed to point in tlie right direc- 
tion. 

Poirot was, .as usual when I am excited, very non- 
committal. 

"Even if some of the week-killer hos been taken, there 
is as yet no evidence that Charles was the person to take 
it, Hastings.” 
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"But he talked so much to the gardener about it!” 

"Not a very wise procedure if he was going to help 
himself to some.” 

Then he went on : 

"What is the first, and simplest poison to come into 
your mind if you were asked to name one quickly ?” 

"Arsenic, I suppose.” 

“Yes. You understand, then, that very marked pause 
before the ■ word ,‘str3fchnine’ when Charles was talking 
to us to-day.” 

"You mean — ?" _ _ . 

"That he tos about to say ‘arsenic in the soup,’ and 
stopped himself.” 

"Ah!” I said, “and why did he stop himself?” 

"Exactly. Why? I may say, Hastings, that it was 
to find the answer to that particular ‘why,?’ which made 
me go out into the garden in search of any likely source 
of weed-killer.” 

"And you found. it!” - . 

"And I found it." 

I shook my head. 

"It begins to look rather bad for young Charles. - You 
had a good talk with Ellen over the old lady’s illness. 
Did her symptoms resemble those of arsenic poisoning?” 

.Poirot rubbed his nose. 

"It is difficult to say. There was abdominal pain — 
sickness.” 

^ "Of course — thk’s it!” 

"H’m, I am not so sure.” . • 

"What poison did it resemble?" 

"Eh bieii, my friend, it. resembled not so much poison 
as disease of the liver and death from that cause!" 

"Oh, Poirot,” I cried. "It canH be natural death! 
It’s got to be murder!" 

"Oh, /a Id, we seem to have changed places, 3'ou and I." 

He tomed abruptly into a chemist’s shop. After a 
long discussion of Poirot’s particular internal .troubles, 
he purchased a small box of indigestion lozenges. Then, 
when his purchase w'as wrapped up and he was about 
to leave the shop, his attention was taken by an attract- 
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ivciy WTappcd package of Dr. Loughbarrow’s Liver Cap- 
sules. 

"Yes, sir, a very good preparation." The chemist 
•was a middle-aged man of a chatty disposition. "You’ll 
finf^ them very efficacious.” 

"Miss Arundcll used to take them, I remember. Miss 
Emily Arundcll.” 

"Indeed she did, sir. Miss Arundcll of Littlegrcen 
House. A fine old lady, one of the old school. I used 
to serve her." 

"Did she take many patent medicines ?” 

"Not really, sir. Not so many as some elderly ladies I 
could name. Miss Lawson, now, her companion, the 
one that’s come into all the money — " 

Poirot nodded. 

"She ^\'as a one for this, that, and tlie other. Pills, 
lozenges, dyspepsia tablets, digestive mixtures, blood 
mixtures. Really enjoyed herself among the bottles." 
He smiled ruefully. "I wish there were more like her. 
People nowada3's don’t take to medicines as they used to. 
Still, •we sell a lot of toilet preparations to make up for 
it." 

"Did Miss Arundcll take these Liver Capsules regular- 
ly?" 

"Yes, she’d been taking tliem for three months, I think, 
before she died." 

"A relative of hers, a Dr. Tanios, came in to have a 
mixture made up one day, didn’t he?” 

"Yes, of course, the Greek gentleman that married 
Miss Anindcll’s niece. Yes, a very interesting mixtiire 
it was. One I’ve not previously become acquainted ■mth." 

The man spoke as of a rare botanical trophy. 

"It makes a change, sir, when you get something rew. 
Very interesting combination of drugs, I remirher. 

Of course, the gentleman is a doctor. Yaj nlcs re 
u-as— -a pleasant way with him." 

"Did his wife do any shopping here?” 

'Did she now ? I don’t recall. Oh, ves, cne ~ 
for a sleeping-draught— chloral it rras, I renrrrer. 

A double quantity tlie prescription mts for. I:’s - 


a little difficult for us' with hypnotic drugs. ^ You sec, 
most doctors don’t prescribe much at a time." 

"Whose prescription was it?” > 

"Her husband’s, I think. Oh, of course, it was quite 
all right— but, you know, we have to be careful nowadays. 
Perhaps you don’t know the fact, but if a doctor makes 
a mistake in a prescription and we make it up in all good 
faith and anything goes wrong it’s we who have to take 
the blame — ^not the doctor.” . , . 

“That seems very unfair!" 

"It’s worr3'ing, I’ll admit. Ah, well, I can’t complain. 
No trouble has come my way — touching wood.” 

He rapped the counter sharply with his Itnuckles. 

Poirot decided to buy a package of Dr. Loughbarrow’s 
Liver Capsules. 

"Thank you, sir. Which size — 25, 50, too ?" 

"I suppose the larger ones are better value — ^but still — ” , 

"Have the 50, sir. That’s the size Miss Arundell 
had. Eight and six." 

Poirot agreed, paid over eight and six and received 
, , the parcel. 

Then we left the shop. 

“So Mrs, Tanios bought a sleeping-draught,” I ex-, 
claimed as we got out into the street. "An overdose of 
that would kill any one, wouldn’t it?" 

"With the greatest of ease.” 

' "Do you think old Miss Arundell — ’’ 

I was remembering Miss Lawson’s words, "I dare say 
. , she’d mtrder some oiie if he told her to !” 

Poirot shook his head. 

"Chloral is a narcotic and a hypnotic. Used to 
alleviate pain and as a sleeping-draught. It can also 
. become a habit." 

“Do you think Mrs. Tanios had acquired the habit ?” 

Poirot shook his head perplexedly. 

No, I hardly thinic so. But it is curious. I can think 
of one explanation. But that would mean — " 

He broke off and looked at his watch. 

. "Come, let us see if we can find this Nurse Camithers 
who was with Miss Arundell in her last illness." 
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Nurse Carruthers proved to’ be a 
naiddle-aged woman. m'K, 

Pdirot now appared in yet another n'jle and v//(h o/,e 
more fictitious relative. This time he had an aj/erl mo/ 1 r 
for whom he was anxious to find a sympathe/'ie 
nurse. ' 

“leu compreheiid— I am going to apeak f* yon ou/f/' 
frankiw.. My mother, she is difficult. V/e have 'had 



them, sue is rude and fractious 


ane fghra, ar^ah'.'/ 


verv 


/rapa< 


‘.•ea. 


open winCGWs and modern hygiene. Jt 
cult.” He sighed mournfully/ " 

“I kd<iw,” said Nurse Carruthers 
"It'S verjurjidg sometimes. One has to use a let of tae--:. 
It’s nc use upsetting a patient. Better ir, give i.s to f sor,/ 
as far as juu can. And once they fee! you’re not fr '/Ha' 
to force thinss on them, they very often relax and 'dv/ 
m lile 'amrs. 



Nurse Carruthers, conscious of her own comfortable 
plumpness, preened hersdf slightly. , 

"Of course,” she said, "one shouldn’t be too thin. 

"Poor girl,” continued Poirot. "I am sori^ for her. 
Entre noju,” he leaned forward confidentially, "her 
aunt’s will ms a great blow." 

"I ‘suppose it must have been,” said Nurse Carruthers. 
“I know it caused a good deal of talk.” 

"I cannot imagine what induced Miss Artmdell to 
disinherit all her family. It seems an extraordinary 
procedure.” 

"Most extraordinary. I agree tvith you. And, _ of 
course, people say there must have been something behind 
it all.” 

"Did you ever get any idea of the reason} Did old 
• Miss Anmdell say an5'thing ?” 

"No. Not to me — that is.” 

"But to somebody else?” 

"Well, I rather fancy she mentioned something to Miss 
Lawson because I heard Miss Lawson say, ‘Yes, dear, 
but you see it’s at the lawyer’s.’ And Miss Arundell 
said, ‘I’m sure it’s in the drawer downstairs.' And Miss 
Lawson said, ‘No, you sent it to Mr. Purvis. Don’t 
you remember ?’ And then my patient had an attack 
of nausea again and Miss Lawson went away while I 
saw to her, but I’ve often wondered if it was the will 
they were talking about.” 

"It certainly seems probable,” 

Nurse Carruthers went on : 

If so, I expect Miss Arundell was worried and per- 
haps wanted to alter it — ^but there, she was so ill, poor, 

thinking of an3rthing." 

Did Miss Lawson take part in the nursinu at all?” 
asked Poirot. ** 

Oh, dear no, she was no maimer of good ! Too fussy, 
you Imow. She only irritated my patient." 

"Did you, then, do all the nursing yourself? - V'esl 
fomtidablc pa.’’ 

The maid what was her name — Ellen, helped me. 
Ellen was very good. She was used to illness and used 


to looking after the old lady. We managed pretty well 
between us. As a matter of fact, Dr. Grainger wp 
ing in a night nurse on the Friday, but Miss Arundell 
died before the night nurse arrived.” , 

"Perhaps Miss Lawson helped to prepare some of the 

invalid’s food?” _ ^ 

"No, she didn’t do anything at all. There wasnt 
really anything to prepare. I had the Valentine and the 
brandy — and the Brand’s and glucose and all that. All 
Miss Lawson did was to go about the house ciying and 
getting in every one’s way.” 

The nurse’s tone held distinct acrimony. 

"I can see,” said Poirot, smiling, "Aat j'ou have not 
a very high opinion of Miss Lawson’s usefulness.” 

"Companions are usually a poor lot, in my opinion. 
They’re not trained, you see, in any way. Just amateurs. 
And usually they’re women who wouldn’t be any good 
at anything else.” 

"Do you think Miss Lawson was very attached to Miss 
Arundell ?” 

"She seemed to be. Very upset and took on terribly 
when the old lady died. More than the relatives did, in 
my opinion," Nurse Carruthers finished with a sniff. 

"Perhaps, then,” said Poirot, nodding his head sagely, 
"Miss Arundell knew what she was doing when she left 
her money as she did.” 

"She was a very shrewd old lady," said the nurse. 
"There wasn’t much she didn’t take in and know about, 
I must say I” 

"Did she mention the dog. Bob, at all?” 

"It’s funny you should say that! She talked about 
him a lot when she was delirious. Something about 
his ball and a fall she’d had. A nice dog, Bob was— I’m 
very fond of dogs. Poor fellow, he was very miserable 
when she died. Wonderful, aren’t they ? Quite human.” 

And on the note of the humanity of does, we 
parted. & > 'v- 

suspicions,” remarked 

roirot after we had left. 

He sounded slightly discouraged. 



We had a bad dinner at The George— Poirot groaning 
a good deal, especially over the soup. 

“And it is so easy, Hastings, to make good soup. Le 
pot au feu — ” - - 

I avoided a disquisition on cookery with some diffi- , 
culty. 

After dinner we had a surprise. 

We were sitting in the “lounge" which we had to our- 
selves. There had been one other man at dinner— a 
commercial traveller by his appearance — ^but he had 
gone out. , I was just idly turning over the pages of .an 
antiquated Stock-Breeder's Gazette or some such periolii- 
cal w’hen I suddenly heard Poirot’s name being mentioned. 

The voice in question was somewhere outside. 

"Where is he? In here? Right — I can find hirn." 

The door rvas flung violently open, and Dr. Grainger, 
his face rather red, his eyebrows working irritably,, 
strode, into the room. He paused to close the door and 
then advanced upon us in no uncertain fashion". 

"Oh, here you arel Now then, M. Hercule Poirot,, 
what the devil do you mean by coming round to see 
me and telling me a pack of lies ?" 

“One of the juggler’s balls ?” I murmured maliciously. 

. Poirot said in his oiliest voice : 

"My dear doctor, you must allow me to explain-r-" 

, "Allow you ? Allow you ? Damn it. I’ll force you 
to explain! You’re a detective, that’s what you are! A 
nosing, prying detective! Coming round to me and" 
feeding me up with a pack of lies about writing old Gen- 
eral Arundell’s biography! More fool me to be taken 
in by such a damn fool story." 

•"■\%o told you of my identity?" asked Poirot. 

"Who told me? Miss Peabody told me. She saw 
through you all right!" 

"Miss Peabody— yes." Poirot sounded reflective. "I 
rather thought—” 

Dr, Grainger cut in angrily. 

, -'Now then, sir, I’m waiting for your explanation!” 

"Certainly. My explanation is very simple. Attemp- 
ted murder” . 





"What? What’s that?” 

Poirot said quietly : ^ j 

"Miss Arundell had a fall, did she not? A fall douTi 
the stairs shortly before her death?" , , 

"Yes, what of it ? She slipped on that damned dog s 

ball.” 

Poirot shook his head. 

“No, Doctor, she did not. A thread was fastened across 
the top of the stairs so as to trip her up.” 

Dr. Grainger stared. 

"Then why didn’t she tell me so?" he demanded. 
"Never said a word to me about it.” 

"That is perhaps imderstandable — if it were a member 
of her own family who placed that thread there !” 

"H’m — see.” Grainger cast a sharp glance at Poirot, 
then threw liimself into a chair. "Well ?” he said. “How 
did you come to be mixed up in this affair ?" 

"Miss Arundell wrote to me, stressing the utmost 
secrecy. Unfortunately the letter was delayed.” 

Poirot proceeded to give certain carefully edited details 
and explained the finding of the nail driven into the 
skirting-board. 

The doctor listened with a grave face. His anger 
had abated. 

"You can comprehend my position was a difficult one,” 
Poirot finished, "I was employed, you see, by a dead 
woman. But I counted the obligation none the less strong 
for that.” _ 

pr. Grainger’s brows were drawn together in thought. 

"And you’ve no idea who it was stretched that thread 
across the head of the stairs ?” he asked. 

“I have no evidence as to who it was. I will not say 
I have , no idea.” 


"It’s a nasty story," said Grainger, his face grim. 
"Yes. You can understand, can you not, that to begin 
with I ws uncertain whether there had or had not been 
a sequel ?” 

"Eh? What’s that?” 


"To all intents and 
natural death, but could 


purposes Miss Arundell died a 
one be sure of that ? There had 


been 07 ie attempt on her life. How could I be sure that 
tliere had not been a second ? And this a successful one 1” , 
Grainger nodded thoughtfull}^ 

'1 suppose you are sure. Dr. Grainger — please do not 
get angry— that Miss Arundell’s death was a natural, 
one? I have come across certain evidence to-day — ” 
He detailed the conversation he had had with old 
Angus, Charles Arundell’s interest in the weed-killer, 
and finally the old man’s surprise at the emptiness of 
the tin. 

Grainger listened whh keen attention. When Poirot 
had finished he said quietly : 

“I see your point. Many a case of arsenical poisoning 
has been diagnosed as acute gastric enteritis and a. cer- 
tificate given — especially when there are no suspicious 
contributing circumstances. In any case, arsenical poi- 
soning presents certain difficulties — it has so many diffe- 
rent forms. It may be acute, subacute, nervous or chro- 
nic. There may be vomiting and abdominal pain—these 
symptoms may be entirely absent — the person may fall 
Suddenly to the ground and expire shortly afterwards — 
there may be narcotism and paralysis. The symptoms 
vary widely.” 

Poirot said : ~ 

"Eh bien, taking the facts Into account, what is your 
opinion?” 

Dr.^ Grainger rvas silent for a minute or two. Then . 
he said slowly ; ' 

"Taking everything into account, and without any 
bias whatever, I am of the opinion that no form of arseni- 
cal poisoning could account for the symptoms in Miss , 
Arundell’s case. She died, I am quite convinced, of 
yellow atrophy of the liver. I have, as you know, attended ‘ 
her for many years, and she has suffered prewously' from 
attacks similar to tliat which caused her death. That 
is my considered opinion, M. Poirot.” 

And there, perforce, the matter had to rest. 

It seemed rather an anticlimax when, somew'hat apo- 
logetically, Poirot produced the package of Liver Cap- 
sules he had bought at the chemist’s. 



“Miss Anindell took these, I believe?” he said. “I 
suppose they could not be injurious in any way ?” 

^That stuff? No harm in it. Aloes — ^odophyllhi — 
all quite mild and harmless,” said Grainger. “She liked 
trying the stuff. I didn’t mind.” 

He got up. 

"You dispensed certain medicines for her yourself?” 
asked Poirot. 

"Yes — a mild liver pill to be taken after food.” His 
eyes twinkled. "She could have taken a boxful without- 
hurting herself. I’m not given to poisoning my patients, 
M. Poirot.” 

Then, with a smile, he shook hands with us both and 
departed. 

Poirot undid the package he had purchased at the 
chemist’s. The medicament consisted of transparent 
capsules, three-quarters full of a dark brown powder, 

'’They look like a seasick remedy I once took," I 
remarked. 

Poirot opened a capsule, examined its contents and 
tasted it gingerly with his tongue. He made a grimace. 

“Well,” I said, throwing myself back in my chair and 
yayming. “Everything seems harmless enough. Dr. 
Loughbarrow’s specialties, and Dr. Grainger’s pills! 
And Dr. Grainger seems definitely to negative the arsenic 
theory. Are you convinced at last, my stubborn Poirot ?” 

"It is true that I am pig-headed — that is your expres- 
sion, I think? Yes, definitely I have the head of the 
pig,” said my friend meditatively. 

"Then, in spite of having the chemist, the nurse and 
the doctor against you, you still think that Miss Arrmdell 
was murdered ?” 

Poirot said quietly : "That is what I believe. No — 
more than believe. I am mre of, it, Hastings.” 

^ "There’s one way of proving it, I suppose,” I said slowly. 
"Exhumation." 

Poirot nodded. 

"Is that the next step ?” 

"My friend, I have to -go carefully.” 

"Why?” ^ 



"Because,” bis voice dropped, "I am afraid of a second 
tragedy." 

'Tou mean-?” ■ • . ‘ 

"i am afraid, Hastings, I am afraid. Let us leave it 

at that.” 


CHAPTER XXII ' , 

Tlie Woman on the Stairs 

On the following morning a note arrived by hand 
It was in a rather weak, uncertain handwriting slanting 
very much uphill. 

Dear M. Poirot, 

I hear from Ellen that you were at Littlegreen House 
yesterday. I shall be much obliged if you could call 
and see me sometime to-day. 

Yourstruly, 

WiLHELMXNA LawSON. 

"So she’s down here," I remarked. 

'Tes.” 

“Why has she come, I wonder?” 

Poirot smiled. "I do not suppose there is any sinis- 
ter reason. After all, the house belongs to her.” 

"Yes, that’s true, of course. You know, Poirot, that’s 
the worst of this game of ours. Every single little thing 
that any one does is open to the most sinister construc- 
tions." 

“It is true that I myself have enjoined upon you the . 
, motto, ‘suspect every one.’ " 

"Axe you still in that state yourself?” 

"No— for me it has boiled down to this. I suspect 
one particular person." 

"Which one?" , 

■ “Since, at the moment, it is only suspicion and tlicre 
is no definite proof, I think I must leave you to draw your 
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own deductions, Hastings. And do not neglect the psy- 
chology — ^that is important. The character of the naur- 

(jgj. ^implying as it does a certain temperament in the 

murderer— that is an essential clue to the crime.” 

‘‘I can’t consider the character of the murderer if I 
don’t know who the mimderer is!” 

“No, no, you have not paid attention to what I have 
just said. If you reflect sufficiently on the character— 
the necessary character of the murder — then you will 
realize who the murderer is!” 

"Do you really know, Poirot?” I asked curiously. 

“I cannot say I know because I have no proofs. That 
is why I cannot say more at the present. But I am quite 
sure— yes, my friend, in my own mind I am very 
sure." 

"Well," I said, laughing, "mind he doesn’t get you[ 
That would be a tragedy !” 

Poirot started a little,. He did not take the matter as a 
joke. Instead he murmured : "You are right. I must 
be careful — extremely careful.” 

"You ought to wear a coat of chain mail,” I said chaff- 
ingly. "And employ a taster in case of poison! In 
fact, you ought to have a regular band of gunmen to pro- 
tect you!” 

"Merci, Hastings, I shall rely on my wits." 

He then wrote a- note to Miss Lawson saying that he 
would call at Littlegreen House at eleven o’clock. 

After that we breakfasted and then strolled out into 
the Square. It was about a quarter past ten and a hot 
sleepy morning. 

I was looking into the window of the antique shop at 
a very nice set of Hepplewhite chairs when I received 
a highly painful lunge in the ribs, and a sharp, penetra- 
tmg voice said : “Hi!” 


round indignantly to find myself face to face 
with Miss Peabody. In her hand (the instrument ol 

i^tif ^ ~ ^ powerful umbrella 

vith a spiked point. 

j' completely callous to .the severe pain she 
had inflicted, she obser^^ed in a satisfied voice ; ■ 


"Ha! Thought it was you. Don’t often make a mis- 
take." 

I said rather coldly : 

"Er— good-morning. Can I do anything for you?” 

"You can tell me how that friend of yours is getting on 
with his hook— Life of General AnmdellV’ 

"He hasn’t actually started to UTite it yet," I said. 

Miss Peabody indulged in a little silent but apparently 
satisfying laughter. She shook like a jelly. Recovering 
from that attack, she remarked : 

“No, I don’t suppose he will be starting to write it.” 

I said, smiling : 

"So you saw through our little fiction ?” 

"What d’you take me for — a fool ?" asked Miss Peabody. 
"I saw soon enough what your downy friend was after! 
Wanted me to talk! Well, I didn’t mind. I like talking. 
Hard to get any one to listen nowadays. Quite enjoyed ’ 
myself that afternoon.” 

She cocked a shrewd eye at me. 

"What’s it all about, eh? What’s it all about?” 

I vfzs hesitating what exactly to reply when Poirot 
joined us. He bowed with empressement to Miss Pea- 
body. 

“Good-morning, mademoiselle. Enchanted to encoun- 
ter you." 

“Good-morning," said Miss Peabody. “W^hat are you 
this morning, Parotti or Poirot — eh?" 

“It was very clever of you to pierce my disguise so 
rapidly,” said Poirot, smiling. 

"Wasn't much disguise to pierce ! . Not many like you 
about, are there ? Don’t know if that’s a good thing or 
•a bad one. Difficult to say." 

"I prefer, mademoiselle, to be unique." 

"You’ve got your wish, I should say," said Miss Peabody 
drily. "Now then, Mr. Poirot, I gave you ail the gossip 
you wanted the other day. Now it’s my turn to ask 
•questions. What’s it all about? Eh? What’s it all 
about ?" 

"Are you not asking a question to which you already 
know the answer?” 



"I wonder.” She shot a sharp glance at him. "Some- 
thing fishy about that will? Or is it something else? 
Going to dig Emily up? Is that it?” 

Poirot did not answer. 

Miss Peabody nodded her head slowly and thought- 
fully as though she had received a reply. 

“Often wondered,” she said, inconsequently, “what it 
would feel like.... Readin’ the papers, you know — ^won- 
dered if any one would ever be dug up in Market Basing. 
...Didn’t think it would be Emily Arundell....” 

She gave him a sudden, piercing look. 

"She wouldn’t have liked it, you know. I suppose 
you’ve thought of that — ^hey?” 

“Yes, I have thought of it.” 

"I suppose you would do — you’re not a fool! Don’t 
think you’re particularly officious either.” 

Poirot bowed. "Thank you, mademoiselle." 

"And that’s more than most people would say — look- 
ing at your moustache. Why d’you have a moustache 
like that? D’you like it?” 

I turned away convulsed with laughter. 

"In England the cult of the moustache is larnent- 
ably neglected,” said Poirot. His hand surreptitiously 
caressed the hirsute adornment. 

"Oh,. I seel Funny,” said Miss Peabody. "Knew a 
woman once who had a goitre and was proud of it! 
Wouldn’t believe that, but it’s true ! Well, what I say is, 
it’s lucky when you’re pleased with what the Lord has 
given you. It’s usually the other way about.” 

She shook her head and sighed. 

“Never thought there would be a murder in this out- 
of-the-world spot.” Again she shot a sudden, piercing 
look at Poirot. "Which of ’em did it?” 

"Am I to shout that .to you here in the street ?” 

"Probably means you don’t know. Or do you ? Oh, 
well — bad blood. I’d like to know whether that Varley 
woman poisoned her husband or not. Makes a differ- 
ence.” 

"You believe in heredity?” 

Miss Peabody said suddenly ; 
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"I’d rather it was Tanios. An outsider! But wishes 
ain’t horses, worse luck. Well, I’ll be getting along. ■; 
I can see you’re not goin’ to tell me anytliing.... Who 
are you actin’ for, by the way ?” , ' 

Poirot said gravely : , 

"I am acting for the dead, mademoiselle.” ' - ' . 

I am sorry to say that Miss Peabody received this 
remark with a sudden shriek of laughter. Quickly sub- 
duing her mirth she said : 

“Excuse me. It sounded like Isabel Tripj) — ^that’s 
all 1 What an awful woman I Julia’s worse, I think. So 
painfully girlish. Never did like mutton dressed lamb- 
fashion. Well, good-bye. Seen Dr. Grainger at all ?” 

"Mademoiselle, I have the bone to pick with you. You 
betrayed my secret.” 

Miss Peabody indulged in her peculiar throaty chuclde. 

"Men are simple! He’d swallowed that preposterous 
tissue of lies you told him. Wasn’t he mad when I told ■ 
him! Went away snorting with ragel He’s looking 
for you.” 

"He found me last night.” 

"Oh! I wish I’d been there,” 

"I wish you had, mademoiselle,” said Poirot gallantly. 

Miss Peabody laughed and prepared to waddle away. 
She addressed me over her shoulder. 

"Good-bye, young man. Don’t you go buying those 
chairs. They’re a fake.” 

She moved oil, chuckling. 

"That,” said Poirot, "is a very clever old woman.” 

"Even although she did not admire your moustaches ?” 

“Taste is one thing,” said Poirot coldly. "Brains are 
another.” 

_We passed into the shop and spent a pleasant tw'cnty 
minutes loolung round. We emerged unscathed in poc- 
ket and proceeded in the direction of Littlegreen House. 

Ellen, rather redder in the face than usual, admitted us 
and showed us into the drawing-room. Presently foot- 
steps were heard descending the stairs and Miss Law'son; 
came in. She seemed somewhat out of breath aiid flus- 
tered. Her hair was pinned up in a silk handkerchief. 



"I hope vou’U excuse ray coramg in like this, M. Poi: 
rot. I’ve been 'going through, some jocked-up cup- 
boards— so many things— old people are inclined to ho^d 
a little I’m afraid— dew Miss Arundell was no excepbon 
—and one gets so much dust in one’s /raiV— astonislmg, 
you know, the things people collect— if you can believe 
me, two dozen needlebooks — ^actually, two dozen. 

“You mean that Miss Arundell had bought two dozen 

needlebooks?" ; , • 

"Yes, and put them away and forgot about them—, 
and, of course, now the needles are all rusty — such a 
pity. She used to give them to the maids as Christmas 
presents.’’ 

“She was very forgetful — yes?" 

"Oh, very. Especially in the way of putting .things 
away.' Like , a dog with a bone,' you know. That’s 
what we used to call it between us. ‘Now don’t go and 
dog and bone it,’ I used to say to her.” 

She laughed and then producing a small handkerchief 
from her pocket suddenly began to sniff. 

"Oh, dear,” she said tearfully. “It seems so dread- 
ful of me to be laughing here.” 

"You have too much sensibility,” said Poirot. "You 
feel things too much.” 

“That’s what my mother always used to say to ms, 
M. Poirot, ‘You take things to heart too much, Alina/ 
she used to say. It’s a great drawback, AL Poirot, to be 
so sensitive. Especially when one has one’s iivn 

'Ah, yes, indeed, but that is all a thin; 

You are now your own mistress. You can 'sD.jcr 
—travel— you. have absolutelv no wc^'s c-' 

‘ I suppose that’s true,” sid’ bliss Lawson — 
tUlIy. ; — - 

"Assuredly it is true. Now talkin- ^ 

forgetfulness I see how it was that 
reached me for so long' a thne.^ 

He explained die circrnrstancss 

sa?d^- ^ showed in Zcnss * 


tV 


of the 


„ "Ellen should have told me\ To send that letter off 
to you without a word was great impertinence! 'She 
should have consulted me first. Great impertinence, 
I call it! Not one word did I hear about the whole.thing.; 

Disgraceful!" _ 

"Oh, my dear lady, I am sure it was done m all good 

faith." _ 

“Well, I think it was very pcciibar myself! , Very 
peculiar ! Servants really do the oddest things. Ellen 
should have remembered that I am the mistress of the 
house now." 

She drew herself up importantly. 

"Ellen was very devoted to her mistress, was she not?” 
said Poirot. 

"Yes, I dare say, but that makes no difference. I 
should have been toldV' 

"The important thing is — that I received the letter,” 


said Poirot. 

"Oh, I agree that it’s no good making a fuss after things 
have happened, but all the same I think Ellen ought to 
be told that she mustn’t take it upon herself to do things 
without asking first!" 

She stopped, a red spot on each cheekbone. 

Poirot was silent for a minute, then he said-: 

"You wanted to see me to-day ? In what way can I 
be of service to you ?" 

Miss Lawson’s annoyance subsided as promptly as, 
it had arisen. She began to be flustered and incoherent 
again. 

"Well, really — ^you see, I just •wo7ideTed... Well, to tell 
tlie truth, M. Poirot, I arrived do\TO here yesterday and, 
of course, Ellen told me you had been here, and I just 
wondered — well, as you hadn’t 7neiitiotied to me that you 
were coming— Well, it seemed rather odd— and I couldn’t 
see — " 

"You could not see what I was doing down here?” 
Poirot finished for her. 

"I — well — no, that’s e.vactly it. I couldn’t.” ' 

She looked at him, flushing but inquiring. 

“I must make a little confession to you," said Poirot 


"I have permitted you to remain under a misapprehension, 

I am afraid. ' You assumed that the letter I received 
from Miss Arundell concerned itself with the question 
of a small surri of money abstracted by — in all possibi- 
lity — Mr. Charles Arundell.” 

Miss Lawson nodded. 

"But that, you see, was not the case.... In fact, the 
first I heard of the stolen money was from you.... Miss 
Arundell wrote to me on the subject of her accident." 

"Her accident?” 

"Yes, she had a fall do\vnstairs, I understand.” 

"Oh, quite — quite — ” Miss Lawson looked bewildered. ' 
She stared vacantly at Poirot. She went on. "But — ^I’m 
sorry — I’m sure it’s very stupid of me — but why should 
she write to you ? I understand — in fact, I think you said 
so — that you are a detective. You’re not a — a doctor 
too ? Or a faith healer, perhaps ?” 

"No, I '■arrf not a doctor — ^nor a faith healer. But, 
like the doctor, I concern myself sometimes with so-called 
accidental deaths." 

"With accidental deaths?” 

"With so-called accidental deaths, I said. It is true 
that Miss Arundell did not die — but she riiight have 
died!" 

"Oh, dear me, yes, the doctor said so, but I don’t mider- 
stand — " 

Miss Lawson sounded still bewildered. 

"The cause of the accident was supposed to be the ball 
of the little Bob, was it not?” 

"Yes, yes, that was it. It was Bob’s ball." 

"Oh, no, it was not Bob’s ball.” 

"But, excuse me, Mr. Poirot, I saw it there myself — 
as we all ran down." 

"You saw it — 3res, perhaps. But it was not the came oj 
the accident. The cause of the accident^ Miss Lazoson, was 
a dark-coloured thread stretched about a foot above the 
top of the stairs r 

"But — but a dog couldn’t — ” 

"Exactly,” said Poirot quickly. "A dog could not do 
that — ^he is not sufficiently intelligent — or, if j-ou like. 
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he is not sufficiently cvU.... A human being put that' 
thread in position....” 

Miss La^TOon’s face had gone deadly white. ' She 
raised' a shaking hand to her face, 

"Oh, Mr. Poirot — I can’t believe it — you don’t mean- 
hut that is awdul — ^really awful. You mean it was done 
on purpose}" 

"Yes, it was done on purpose," 

"But that’s dreadful. It’s almost like — ^like killmg' 
a person.” 

“If it had succeeded it wouldhave been killing a person!. 
In other words — it would have been murder!’ 

Miss Lawson gave a little shrill cry. 

Poirot went on in the same grave tone. 

■ “A nail was driven into the skirting-board so that the 
thread could be attached. That nail was varnished so, 
as not to show. Tell me, do you ever remember a smell ■ 
of varnish that you could not account for ?" . , 

Miss Lawson gave a cry. 

"Oh, how extraordinary! To think of that! W^, 
of course ! And to think I never thought — never dreamed . 
— ^but then, how could I? And yet it did seem odd to- 
me at the time.” , ' 

Poirot leant forward. 

"So — ^j'ou can help us, mademoiselle. Once again 
you can help us. C'est ipatant!" 

"To think that was it! Oh, well, it all fits in." 

"Tell me, I pray of you. You smelt varnish — ^yes?” 

"Yes. Of course, I didn’t know what it was; I 
thought— dear me — is it paint— no, it’s more like floor 
stain, and then, of course, I thought I must have 
imagined it.” 

"When was this ?” 

"Now let me see — when was it?” 

"Was it during that Easter week-end when the house 
W'as full of guests?" 

"Yes, that was the time— but I’m trj-ing to recall just 
which day it was.... Now, let me sec, 'it wasn’t Sunday. 
No, and it wasn’t on Tuesday — ^that was the night Dr. 
Donaldson came to dinner. And on the Wednesday 
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“The tap that aroused .you would be the tep of the 
hammer on the nail," mused Poirot 
"Yes, I suppose it wouid. But oh, hlL Poirot how 
dreadful — how truiy dreadful. I’ve ahvap felt Theresa 
was,' perhaps, a little taild, but to do a tiling like that—” 
"You are sure-' it was Theresa?” 

“Oh, dear me, yes.” _ . ■ y 

i "It couldn't have been Mrs. Tanios or one of the maids, 
for instance ?” , 

"Oh, no, it was Theresa." 

Miss Lawson siiook her head and murmured to her- 
self, "Oh, dear, oh, dear,” several times. 

Poirot was staring at her in a way 1 found it hard to 
' xmderstand. ■ 

"Permit me,” he said suddenly, "to make an esperi- 
ment Let us go upstairs and endeavour to reconstruct 
this little scene.” 

"Reconstruct? Oh, really — I don’t know — I mean 
I don’t quite see — " 

“I will show you," said Poirot, cutting in upon these 
doubts in an authoritative manner. .- •' 

Somewhat flustered, Miss Lawson led the way upstairs. 
"1 hope the room’s tidy — so much to do— what with, 
one thing and another — ” She tailed off incoherently. 

The room was indeed somew'hat heavily littered with, 
miscellaneous articles, obviously the result of Miss Law- 
son’s turning out of cupboards. With her usual incohe- 
rence Miss Lawson managed to indicate her ovwi position 
and Poirot was able to verify for himself the fact that a 
portion of the staircase was reflected in the wail-mirror. 

"And now, mademoiselle,” he suggested, "if you will 
be so good as to go out and reproduce the actions that- 
you saw.” 

Miss Lawson, still murmuring, "Oh, dear — " bustled 
out to fulfil her part Poirot acted tlie part of observer. 

The performance concluded, he went out on the 
landing and asked which electric light had been 'left 
switched on, 

"This one — ^this one along here. Just outside Miss 
ArundeiJ's door," 



Poirot reached up, detached the bulb and examined it 
“A' forty-svatt .lamp, I' see. Not very powerful. ^ 
"No, it was just so that the passage shouldn t be quite 

dark." • ■ , . 

Poirot retraced his stepsl to , the top of the stairs, _ 
"You will pardon me, rnadcmoiselle, but with the hght 
being fairly dim and the way that shadow falls it is hardly 
possible that you can have seen very clearly. Can .j^ou 
be positive it vras Miss Theresa Atundell and not 
an indeterminate female figure in a. dressing-gown?' 
Misa Ijawson 'was indignant. 

"No, indeed, M. Poirot 1 Fm perfedh sure! I know’ 
llieresa well enough, I should hope! C5h, it was h^ all 
right. Her’ dark dressing-gown and that big shining 
brooch, she wears with the initials — saw that plainly.” 

"So that tlicre is no possible doubt. You saw the ini- 
tials?" 

"Yes, T. A I , know the brooch. Theresa often 
wore it. Oh, yes, I could swear to its being Theresa — 
and I will swear to it if necessary!” . - ^ 

There was a firmness and decision in those last two 


sentences that was quite at variimce with her usual manner. 

Poirot looked at her. Again there was something 
in his glance. It was aloof, appraising — ^and had also a 
queer appearance of finality about it, 

"You would swear to that, yes?" he said. 

If ^if — it’s necessaly^ But I suppose it — ^wifl it 
be necessary?” , 

i^ain Poirot tumed that appraising glance upon her. 

^ That will depend on the result of the exhumation," 
he said. 

"hx-exhumation ?” 

Poirot put out a restraining hand. In her excitement 
Miss Lawson veiy nearly went headlong down the stairs. 

U may possibly be a question of exhumation," he- 


Oh, but surely— how pcTj unpleasant I 
im sure the family would -oppose the idea 
—very strongly indeed.” 

Probably they will." 


But I mean, 
very strongly 



"I’m qyjte sure they vron’t hear of such n thing!” 
"Ah, but if it is an order from the Home Office,” 
"But, M, Poirot— w/iyf I mean it’s nor as though— 
not as though — ’’ 

"Not as ffiough what?" 

"Not as tliougli there were anything— 

'Tou think not?" 

"No, of course not Why, there couldn’t be I I mean 
the doctor and the nurse and everything — ” 

"Do not upset yourself,’’ said Poirot calmly and sooth- 

higly- 

“Oh, but I can’t help it! Poor dear Miss Arundell! 
IPs not even as though Theresa had been here in the 
house when she died." 

"No, she left on the Monday before she was taken ill, 
chd she not?" 

"Quite early in the morning. So you see, ske em't 
have had anj-thing to do with it I" 

"Let us hope not," said Poirot 
"Oh, dear." Miss Lawson clasped her hands together. 
“I’ve never known anything so dreadful as all this 1 Really, 
I don’t know whether Pm on my head or my heels," 
Poirot glanced at his watch. 

"We must depart We are returning to London. 
And you, mademoiselle, you are remaining down h^ 
some little time ?” 

"No — no.... I have really no settled plans. Actually 
I’m going back mpclf to-day.... I only came down just 
for a- night to — to settle things a little." 

"I see. Well, good-bye, mademoiselle, and forgive 
.me- if I have upset you at all." 

"Oh, M. Poirot Upset me? I feel quite z7/I Oh, 
dear — oh, • dear. It’s such a mcked world! Such a 
dreadfully wicked world." 

Poirot Cut short her lamentations by taking her hand 
' firmly in his. 

"Quite so. And you are still ready to swear that you 
sato Theresa Arundell kneeling on the stairs oa the m°ht oj 
Easter Bank Holiday r 
"Oh, yea, I can swear to that-" 


"And you can also swear that you saw a halo of light 
round Miss Afundell’s head during the sianceV 

Miss Lawson’s mouth fell open. 

"Oh, M. Poirot, don’t — don’t joke about these things.’’ 

"I am not jokirig. I am perfectly serious." • 

Miss Lawson said with dignity : 

"It wasn’t exactly a halo. It was more like the begin- 
ning of a manifestation. A ribbon of some luminous 
material. I think it was begiiming to form into a face." 

"Extremely interesting. Au revoir, mademoiselle, and 
please keep all this to yourself.” 

"Oh, of course — of course. I shouldn’t dream of 
doing anything else...." 

The last we saw of Miss Lawson was her rather sheep- 
like face gazing after us from the front-door step. 


• CHAPTER XXIII 
Dr. Tanios Calls on Us 

No sooner had we left the house than Poirot’s manner 
changed. His face was grim and set. 

"DrpMions nous, Hastings,” he said. "We must get 
back to London as soon as possible." 

"I’m willing.” I quickened my pace to suit his. I 
stole a look at his grave face. 

"Who do you suspect, Poirot?” I asked. "I wish 
you’d tell me. Do you believe it was Theresa Arundell 
on the stairs or not ?” 

Poirot did not reply to my question. Instead he asked 
a question of his own. 

"Did it strike you— reflect before you answer — did 
it strike you that there was something lorojtg with that 
statement, of Miss Lawson’s ?" 

"How do you mean — ^wrong with it?" 

^If I knew that I should not be . asking youl” 

"Yes, but wrong in what way?" 

"That is just it I cannot be precise. But as she 
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was talking I had, somehow, a feeling of unreality... as : 
though there was something — some small point - that 
was wrong— that was;, yes, that .was the feeling— some- 
thing that was ivipossibU,.'." 

"She seemed q^uite positive it was Theresa 1" 

■■'Tes, yes." . , ' ' 

,"But after all, the light couldn’t have been very good.- 
I don’t see how she can be quite so sure,” 

"No, , no, . Hastings, you are not helping me. Ipwas 
some small point — something connected with— yes, I 
am sure of it — with the bedroom.” 

"With the bedroom ?" I repeated, trying to recall the - 
details of the room. “No,” I said at last. "I can’t. help. ; 
you.” 

Poirot shook his head vcxedly, 

"Why did you bring up that spiritualistic business . 
again?" I asked. 

"Because it is important.” 

"What is important ? Miss Law'son’s luminous 'ribbon 
development’?" 

. "You remember the Misses Tripp’s description of the 
seance ?” 

"I know they saw a halo round the old lady’s head." I' 
laughed in spite of myself. "/ shouldn’t think she was- 
a saint by all accounts 1 Miss Lawson seems to have 
been terrified by her. _ I felt quite sorry for the poor 
woman when she described how she lay awake, worried 
to death because she might get into trouble over ordering 
too small a sirloin of beef." , ' 

"Yes,, it was an interesting touch that.” 

'-'What are we going to do when we get to London ?’’ - 
,I asked as we turned into The George and Poirot asked 
for the 'bill. 

. "We must go and see Theresa Arundcll irnmediatcly." , 

"And find out the truth ? But won’t she deny the whole 
thing anyway?" 

''Mon cher, it is not a criminal offence to kneel upon a 
.flight of .stairs!'. She may have been picking *up a pin to 
bring her, luck — something of that sort!" 

"And the siriell of varnish ?’’ 



We could say no more Just then, as the waiter arrived 

with the bill. ' 

On the way to London we talked very little. 1 am not 
fond of talking and driving, and Poirot was so busy protect- 
ing his moustaches with his muffler from^ the disastrous 
effects of wind and dust that speech was quite beyond him. 
We arrived at the fiat at about twenty to two. 
.George, Poirot’s immaculate and extremely English 
manservant, opened the door. 

“A Dr. Tanios is waiting to see you, sir. He has been 
here for half an hour.” 

“Dr. Tanios? Where is he?” 

, “In the sitting-room, sir. A lady also called to see 
you, sir. She seemed very distressed to find you were 
absent from home. It w'as before 1 received your tele- 
phone message, sir, so I could not tell her when you would 
be returning to London." 

“Describe this lady.” 

"She was about five-foot-seven, sir, with dark hair and 
light blue eyes. She was wearing a grey coat and skirt 
and a hat worn very much to the back of the head 
instead of over the right eye.” 

“Mrs. Tanios,” I ejaculated in a low voice. 

. "She seemed in a condition of great nervous excite- 
ment, sir. Said it was of the utmost importance she should 
find you quickly.” 

“Whal time was this ?” 

“About half-past ten, sir." 

^ Poirot shook his head as , he passed on towards the 
sitting-room. 

"That is the second time I have missed hearing what 
Mrs. Tanios has to say. What would you say, Hastings ? 
Is there a fate in it?” 

• "Third time lucky,” I said consolingly. 

Poirot shook his head doubtfully. 

"Will there’ be a third time? I wonder. Come, let 
us hear what the husband has to say." 

Tanios ntos sitting in an armchair reading one 
gree^tTus! psychology. He sprang up and 



"You must forgive this intrusion. I hope you don’t 
mind my forcing my way in and waiting for you like' this." 
. “ Du tout, du tout. Pray sit down. Permit me to offer 
you a . glass of sherry." 

"Thank you. As a matter of fact, I have ah excuse. 
M. Poirot, I am worried, terribly worried about my wife." 
. "About your wife? I'm very sorry. What’s ^ the 
matter ?" • 

Tanios said ; 'You have seen her perhaps, lately?" 

It seemed quite a natural question, but the quick. look 
that accompanied it was not so natural. 

■ Poirot replied in the most matter-of-fact manner. 

"No, not since I saw her at the hotel with you yester- 
' day." 

“Ah — thought perhaps she might have called upon 
you." Poirot was busy pouring out three glasses of 
sherry. 

He said in a slightly abstracted voice : 

"No. Was there any — reason for her calling on me?” 

"No, no." Dr. Tanios accepted his sherry. "Thank 
you. Thank you very much. No, there was no exact 
reason, but, to be frank, I am very much concerned about 
’"•my wife’s state of health." 

• "Ah, she is not strong ?" 

"Her bodily health," said Tanios slowly, "is good. 
I wish I could say the same for her mind." 

"I fear, M. Poirot, that she is on the verge of a complete 
nervous breakdoum." 

"My dear Dr. Tanios, I am extremely sorry to hear 
■ this.” _ _ ' ^ ^ ■ 

'"This condition has been growing ' for some time.' 
During the last two months her manner towards me has 
completely changed. She is nervous, easily startled, 
- and she has the oddest fancies — actually they are more 
than fancies — ^they are delusions ' 

■■"Really?” / 

' Yes. She is suffering from what is commonly knoum 
as persecution mania — fairly well-known condition." 

Poffot made a sympathetic noise with his tongue. 
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"You can understand my anxiety!” 

"Naturally. Naturally. But what I do not quite 
understand is why you have come to me. How can I 
help you ?” 

Dr. Tanios seemed a little embarrassed. 

“It occurred to me that my wife might have — or may 
yet — come to you with some extraordinary tale. She 
may conceivably say that she is in danger from ine— 
something of that kind.” 

"But why should she come to 

Dr. Tanios smiled — it was a charn^g smile — genial 
yet wistful. 

"You arc a celebrated detective, M. Poirot. I saw — 1 
could see at once — that my wife was very impressed at 
meeting you yesterday. The mere fact of meeting a 
detective would make a powerful impression on her in 
her present state. It seems to me highly probable that 
she might seek you out and — and — well, conhde in you. 
That is the way these nervous affections go I There is 
a tendency to turn against those nearest and dearest to 
you.” 

"Very distressing." 

"Yes, indeed. I am very fond of my wife." There 
was a rich tenderness in his voice. T always feel it was 
so brave of her to marry me— a man of another race — to 
come out to a far country — to leave all her own friends 
and surroundings. For the last few da 3 's I have been 
really distraughL.- I can see only one thing for it,...” 

"Yes ?" 

‘Terfcct rest and quiet — and suitable psychological 
treatment. There is a splendid home I know of run by 
a first-class man. I want to take her down there — it 
is in Norfolk-— straight away. Perfect rest and isolation 
from outside influence — that is what is needed. 1 feel 
convinced that once she has been there a month or two 
under skilled treatment there will be a change for the 
better." 

‘1 see," aaid Poirot. 

He uttered the words m a matter-of-fact manner without 
«ny clue to the feelings that prompted him , 


Tflnios again shot a quick glance at him. 

That is why, if she should come to you, I should be 
obliged if you will let me know at once." 

"But certainly. I will telephone you. You arc- at 
the Durham Hotel still ?” 

'Yes. I am going back there now.” 

"And your wife is not there ?" 

"She went out directly after brcalcfast.*' 

"Without telling you where she was going 

"Witliout saying a word. That is most unlike her." 

"And tire children?" 

■"She took tliem with her." 

"I see." , . 

Tanios got up. 

"Thank you so much, M. Poirot I-need hardly say 
that if she does tell you any high-flown stories of intimi- 
dation and persecution, pay no attention to them. It 
is, unfortunately, a part of her malady." 

"Most distressing," said Poirot wdth sympathy. 

"It is indeed. Although one knows, medically speak- 
ing, that it is part of a recognized mental disease, yet one 
cannot help being hurt whep a person very near and dear 
to you turns against you and all their affection changes to 
dislike." 

‘You have my deepest sympathy," said Poirot as he 
shook hands with his guest. ■ , - 

- "By tire way — " Poirot’s voice recalled Tanios just as 
he was at the door, 

"Yes?" 

"Do you ever prescribe chloral for your wife ?" - 

Tanios gave a starded movement. 

"I — no — ^at least I may have done. But not , lately. 
She seems to have taken an aversion to any form of sleep- 
ing-draught," 

“Alt! I suppose because she does not trust you?” 

"M. Poirot i" 

Tanios came striding forward angrily. 

T'hat would be • part of the disease," said Poirot ' 
smoothly, 

Tanios stopped. 



^esj^’yes, of course,” ■, ' ; : . ' 

, probably highly suspicious 'of anything you giv< 

her to eat or drinL Probably suspects you of wantins 
to poison her ?" ,• 

"D^r me, M. Poirot, you are quite right You know 
something of such cases, then?" , 

One com^ across them now and then in my profession, 
naturally. But do not let me detain you. You may 
find her; waiting for you at the hotel." , 

Tni^ I hope I shall. I feel terribly anxious." 
He burned out of the room. 

thfTa'ir^? telephone. He flicked over 

fuUer ^ telephone directory and asked for a 

ten Can>u 

me It Mrs. Tamos is m ? What ? t a m r « 

Yes that 18 right Yes? Yes? Oh, I Le.- 
He replaced the receiver. ’ 

retJS * “-'r- She 

here has she gone?” '■ 

^ Impossible to, tell." 

^ perhaps she will write." 
rerhaps. 

What can we do ?” 

Poirot shook his head He fn«t. a 
tressed. looked worried and dls- 

«^,'^«eod.abrooebia„ote^.,,r,_^.. 


anatomy! It can be detached from that person. It 
can be lost — or borrowed — or even stolen." 

'In other words, you don’t want to believe 'Theresa 
^rundcll guilty?" . 

"I want to hear what she has to say on the matter." 

"And if Mrs. Tanios comes back?" 

"I will arrange for that." 

George brought in an omelette, 

"Listen, George," said Poirot. "If that lady, comes 
back, you will ask her to wait. If Dr. Tanios comes while 
she is here, on no account let him in. If he asks if his wife 
is here, you will tell him she is not, You understand ?" 

"Perfectly, sir." 

Poirot attacked the omelette. 

"This business complicates itself," he said, "We 
must step very carefully. If not— the murderer will 
strike again." 

"If he did you might get him," 

"Quite possibly, but I prefer the life of the innocent , 
to the conviction of the guilty. We must go very, very 
carefully." 


CHAPTER XXIY 

* Theresa’s Denial 

We found Theresa Arundcll just preparing to go out 
She was looking extraordinarily attractive. A small 
hat of the most outrageous fashion descended rakishly 
over one eye. I recognized with momenuiry amusement 
that Bella Tanios had worn a cheap imitation of such 
a hat yesterday and had worn it— as George had put 
it — on the back of the head instead of over the right 
eye. I remembered well how she had pushed it further 
and further back on her untidy hair. 

Poirot said politely : 

"Qn I have just a minute or ttvo, mademoiselle, or 
will it delay you too much ?" 
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\ Theresa laughed. "Oh, it doesn’t matter. Fm ahyays 
tkee-quarters of an hour late for everything. I might 
just as well make it an hour.” , ■ 

She led him into the sitting-room. To my surprise 
Dr. Donaldson .rose from a chair by the window. 

"You’ve met M. Poirot already, Rex, haven’t you?”' 

"We met at. Market Basing,” said Donaldson stiffly.. 

"You were pretending to write the life of my drunken 
grandfather, I understand,” said Theresa, "Rex, my 
angel, will you leave us ?" 

"Thank you, Theresa, but I think that from every 
point of view it would be advisable for me to be present 
at this interview.” 

There was a brief duel of eyes. Theresa’s \vere com- 
manding. Donaldson’s were impervious. She showed 
a quick flash of anger. 

"All right, stay then, damn you!” 

Mr. Donaldson seemed unperturbed. 

He seated himself again in the chair by the window, 

• laying down his book on the arm of it. It ws a book on 
the pituitary gland, I noticed. 

Theresa sat down on her favourite low stool and looked 


impatiently at Poirot. 

"Well, you’ve seen Purvis? "What about it?” 

Poirot said in a non-committal voice : 

“There arc-possibilities, mademoiselle.” 

She looked at him thoughtfully. Then she sent a 
very faint glance in the direction of the doctor. It was, 
I think, intended as a warning to Poirot, 

"But it would be well, I think," went on Poirot, "for 


me to report later when my plans are more advanced." 
A faint smile showed for a minute on Theresa’s face, 
Poirot continued : 

I have to-day come from Market Basing and while 
there I have talked to Miss Lav, 'son. Tell me, mademoi- 
selle, did you on the night of April 13th (that wa.^ the 
mght of the Easter Bank Holidajf^) kneel upon the stairs 
/'’erj' one bad gone to bed?” 

tion^.^Why Shodd ^ extraordinary ques- 





"The question, mademoiselle, is not why yon . should; ' 
but whether you did." ■ . 

"I’m sure I don’t know. I should think it most unlikely,’’ . 
"You comprehend, mademoiselle, Miss Lawson says 
you did." 

Theresa shrugged her attractive shoulders. - 

"Does it matter?’’ , ■ ' 

"It matters very much." ^ ^ ' 

-She stared at him in a perfectly amiable fashion. Bdirot / 
stared back. ' / 

"Loopy !" said Theresa. 

"Pardon?" 

"Definitely loopy 1” said Theresa. "Don't you, think ’ 
so, Re.K?” 

Dr. Donaldson coughed. ■ ■ 

"Excuse me, M. Poirot, but what is the point of. the 
question?" 

My friend spread out his hands. 

“It is most simple ! Some one drove in a nail in a 
convenient position at the head of the stairs. The nail 
was just touched with brown varnish to match the skirt- 
ing-board.” ' 

“Is this a new kind of witchcraft ?” asked Theresa. 
“No, madcmoistlle, it is much more homely and simple 
than that. On the following evening, tlic Tuesday, jomc 
ojie attached a string or thread from the nail ■ to the 
balusters with the result that when Miss Arundcll came 
out of her room she caught her foot in it and wciit head- 
long do%yn the stairs.” 

'Theresa drew in her breath sharply, - ■ 

"That was Bob’s balll" : , , 

"Pardon, it was not.” ' , , 

• There wus a pause. It was broken , by Donaidson, ’ 
who said In his quiet, precise voice : ' ; . ; . 

■ "Excuse me, but what evidence have you in’ support, 
of this statement ?" 

Poirot said quietly : f. 

' The evidence of the nail, the en'dcnre of Miss Artin- 
dell’s o%vn written words, and finally the evidence ',oI 
Miss Lawson’s eyes." 

»c6 ’ . 


Tlieresa found her voice. 

'‘‘She says I did it, docs she?'' 

Poirot did not answer except bj' bending Iiis head a 
•little. 

“Well, it’s a lie! I had notliing to do wth itT 
"You were tneeling on the stairs for quite anotlier 
reason ?” 

"I wasn’t kneeling on the stairs at all!" 

"Be careful, mademoiselle.” 

"I wasn’t there! I never came out of my room after 
I went to bed on any evening I was tliere.” 

"Miss Law'son recognized 5'ou." 

“It . was probably Bella Tanios or one of the 'maids she 
saw.” 

^ "She. says it was 3'ou.*’ 

“She’s. a damned liar!" 

"She recognized your dressing-gown and a brooch 
you wear." 

"A brooch — what brooch?” 

“A brooch with 3'our initials.” 

"Oh, I Itnow the one 1 What a circumstantial liar she 
is!” 

"You still deny that it was you she saw?" 

“If it’s my word against hers — ” 

"You are a better liar than she is — eh?” 

Theresa- said calmly ; 

"That’s' probably quite true. But in this case Fin 
speaking the truth. I wasn’t preparing a boob}' trap or 
■ saying my prayers, or picking up gold or silver^ on doing 
anything at all on the* stairs.” 

^^Have you this brooch that was mentioned?’’ 
^Probably. Do you want to see it?” 

“If. you pleake, mademoiselle.” 

Theresa^ got up and left the room. Tnere was sn 
awkwpd silence. Dr. Donaldson looked at Poirot rtr'ok. 
as i_^imagmed he might hare looked at za 
specimen. . 

Theresa returned. "Tlere ft is.” 

She almost flung the or^a^ent at ?~ro^ It ^ 
large, rather - showy diromitiin or stainless cteel k-roonh 



with T. A. enclosed in a circle. I had to admit that it 
was large enough and shotvy enough to be easily seen in 
Miss Lawson’s mirror. _ _ . _ ■ 

“I never wear it now. I’m tired of it,” said Theresa. 
"London’s been flooded with them. Every little ’ skivvy 
W'ears , one." _ ' 

"But it was expensive when j'ou bought it?"_ 

“Oh, yes." They were quite exclusive to begin tvith.” 

"When was that?” 

"Last Christmas, I think it was. Yes, about then." 

"Have you ever lent it to any one ?" 

"No." . 

"You had it with you at Littlegreen House?” 

"I suppose I did. Yes, I did. I remember.” 

“Did you leave it about at all ? Was it out of your 
possession while you were there?” 

"No, it wasn’t. I wore it on a green jumper, I 
remember. And I wore the same jumper every day.” 

"And at night ?" ‘ , 

"It tras still in the jumper.” , 

"And the jumper?” 

"Oh, hell, the jumper was sitting on a chair." 

"You are sure no one removed the brooch and put. it 
, back again the next day?” 

\ "We’ll say so in court if you like — if you think that’s 
the best lie to tell ! Actually I’m quite sure that nothing 
like that happened! It’s a pretty idea that somebody 
framed me—but I don’t think it’s true." 

>. ' Poirot frowned. Then he got up, attached the brooch 
carefully to his coat lapel and approached a mirror on a 
table at the other end of the room. He stood in front 
of it and then moved slowly backward, getting an effect 
of distance. 

Then he uttered a grunt. 

"Imbecile that I ami Of course I” 

He came back and handed the brooch to Theresa, 
with a bow. 

. "You are quite right, mademoiselle. The brooch ' 
did 7wt leave your possession! I have been regrettably 
dense.": 
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n do like modesty," said Theresa, pinning tlie brooch 
oh', carelessly. 

She looked up at him. _ ^ 

"Anything more? I ought to be going. ^ 

"Nothing that cannot be discussed later. 

Theresa moved towards the door. Poirot went on 

in a quiet voice ; . . . ' „ 

"There is a question of exhumation, it is true — 
Theresa stopped dead. The brooch fell from her 
hand to the ground. 

"What’s that?” 


Poirot said clearly : 

"It is possible that the body of Miss Emily Anmdell 
may be exhumed.” 

Tlibesa stood still, her hands clenched. She said 
in a low, angry voice 

"Is this your doing ? It can’t be done without an appli- 
cation from the family I” 

"You are wrong, mademoiselle. It can be done on 
an order 'from the Home Office.” 

"My God!" said Theresa. 

■ She turned and walked swiftly up and down. 

Donaldson said quietly : 

"I really don’t see that there is any need to be so upset, 
Tessa. I dare say that to an outsider the idea is not very 
pleasant, but — ” '■ 

She interrupted him. 

"Don’t be a fool, Rexl” 

Poirot asked : 


"The idea disturbs you, mademoiselle?” 

“Of course it does! It isn’t decent. Poor old Aunt 
Emily. Why the devil should she be exhumed?" 

I presume,” said Donaldson, "that there is some doubt 
as to the cause of death ?” He looked inquiringly at 
Poirot. He went on. "I confess that I am surprised. 
1 think that there is no doubt that Miss Anindell died 
a natural death from, a disease of long standing." 

You told me something about a rabbit -and liver 
double once,” said Theresa. “I’ve forgotten it now, but 
you infect a rabbit with blood from a person with yellow 



atrophy of the liver, and then you inject that rabbit’s 
blood into another rabbit, and then that second rabbit’s 
blood into a person and the person gets a diseased liver. 
Something like that." 

"That was merely an illustration of scrum therapeu- 
tics,’' said Donaldson patiently. _ . 

"Pity tliere are so many rabbits in the story.!’’ said 
Theresa with a reckless laugh. “None of us keep rabbits," 
She turned on Poirot and her voice altered. 

"M. Poirot, is this true ?” she asked. 

"It is true enough, but — ^there are ways of avoiding 
such a contingency, mademoiselle." 

"Then avoid it 1” Her voice sank almost to a whisper. 
It was urgent, compelling. "Avoid it at all costs \"- 

Poirot rose to his feet. 

"Those are your instructions?” His voice was for- 
mal. 

"Those are my instructions." 

"But, Tessa — " Donaldson interrupted. 

She whirled round on her fiance. 

"Be quiet 1 She was wy aunt, wasn’t she? WTiy 
should my aunt be dug up? Don’t you Imow there will- 
be paragraphs in the papers and gossip and general un- 
'h pleasantness ?” She swung round again on Poirot. 

"You must stop it! I give you carte blanche. Do 
anything you like, but stop xt!" 

. Poirot bowed formally. 

'T will do what I can. Au revoir, mademoiselle, ati 
revoir, Doctor.” 

. "Oh, go away!” cried Tlieresa. "And take St. Leo- 
nards with you. I wish I’d never set eyes on either of 

.you*” 

We left the room. Poirot did not this time deliber- 
.ately place his ear to the crack, but he dallied— ves. he' 
dallied. ' 

And not in vain. Theresa’s voice rose clear and defiant t , ' 

"Don’t look at me like that, Rex." 

And then suddenly, with a break in her voice : "Dar- 
■ling." _ 

Dr. Donaldson’s precise voice answered her. 
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He said very clearly ' . „ • 

“That man means mischief.” 

Poirot grinned suddenly. He drew me through tire 

ront door, _ 

"Come, St. Leonards,” he said. C est drolc, fa! 
Personally I thought the joke a particularly stupid one. 


CHAPTER XXV 
I Lie back a7id Reflect 

■ No, I thought, as I hurried after Poirot, there was no 
doubt about it now. Miss Arundell had been murdered' 
and Theresa knew it. But was she herself the criminal 
or was there another explanation ? 

She was .afraid — 5 'e's. But was she afraid for herself 
or for some one else ? Could that some one be the quiet, 
precise young doctor with the calm, aloof manner? 

Had the old lady died of genuine disease artificially 
iiidticed? 

Up to a point it all fitted in — Donaldson’s ambitions, 
his belief that Theresa would inherit money at her aunt’s 
death; Even the fact that he had been at dinner there on 
the evening of the accident. How easy to leave a con- 
venient window open and return in the dead of night to 
tie the murderous thread across the staircase. But then, 
what about the placing of the nail in position ? 

No, Theresa must have done that. Theresa, his 
fiancee and accomplice. With the two of them working 
it together, the ivhole thing seemed clear enough. In 
that case it' w'as probably Theresa who had actually 
placed the thread in position. Tihe first crime, the crime 
that failed, had been her work. The second crime, the 
ennie that had succeeded, was Donaldson’s more scien- 
tific masterpiece, 

Ves — it all fitted in. 

"Yet even now there were loose strands. VTiv had 
1 heresa blurted out those facts about inducing liver disease 


in human beings? It was almost as though -she did hot 
realize the truth.,.. But in that case— and I felt. my mind . 
growing bewildered, and 1 interrupted my speculations 
to ask : 

"Where arc we -going, Poirot ?" 

"Back to my flat. It is possible that we may find, 
Mrs. Tanios there.” 

My thoughts switched off on a different track. 

Mrs. Tanios! That was another mystery ! If Donald- 
son and Theresa were guilt}', where did Mrs. Tanios 
and her smiling husband come in ? What did the woman 
want , to tell Poirot and what was Tanios’s anxiety to 
prevent her doing so ? ■ . 

“Poirot,” I said humbly, "I'm getting rather muddled. 
They’re not all in it, are theyr” _ . . 

"Murder by a syndicate? A family syndicate? No, 
not this time. There is the mark of one brain and one 
brain only in this. The psychology is very clear." . . 

"You mean that either I’hercsa or Donaldson did it — 
but n6t both of them ? Did he get her to hammer, that 
nail in on some entirely innocent pretext, then?” 

"My dear friend, from the moment I heard Miss 
Dawson’s story I realized that there were three ■ possi- 
bilities : (i) That Miss Lawson was telling the exact 
truth. (2) That Miss Lawson had invented the story 
for reasons of her own. (3) That Miss Lawson actually 
believed her own story, but that her identification rested 
upon the brooch — ^and as I have already pointed but. 
to ^ you— a brooch is easily detachable from its owner.” 

"Yes, but Theresa insists tlwt the brooch did not leave 
her possession." 

"And she is perfectly right. I had overlooked a small 
but intensely significant fact.” 

• "Very unlike you, Poirot," I said solemnly. • 

"N’est-ce pas? But one has one’s lapses." ' 

“Age will telii" 

^ “Age has nothing to do with it," said Poirot coldly, 

“Well, what is the significant fact?" I asked as we 
turned in at the entrance of the Mansions. 

, “1 -will show you," 


We had just reached the flat, 

George opened the door to us. In reply to Poirot’s 
anxious question he shook his head. 

"No, sir, Mrs. Tanios has not called. Neither has 
she telephoned,” 

Poirot went into the sitting-room. He paced up and 
down for a few moments. Then he picked up the tele- 
phone. He got first on to the Durham Hotel. 

"Yes— yes, please, Ah, Dr. Tanios, this is Hercule 
Poirot speaking, Your wife has returned? Oh, not 
returned. Dear me.... Taken her luggage you say..... 
And the children,,,. You have no idea where she has 
gone..,. Yes, quite..,. Oh, perfectly.... If my profes- 
sional services are of any use to you ? I have a certain 
experience in these matters..., Such things can be done 
quite discreetly.... No, of course not.... Yes, of course 
that is truei... Certainly- — certainly. I shall respect 
your wishes in the matter." 

He hung up the receiver thoughtfully. 

"He does not know where she is,” he said thoughtfully. 
"I think ‘ that is quite genuine. The anxiety • in his 
voice is unmistakable. He does not want to go to the 
police; that is understandable. Yes, I understand that. 
He does not want my assistance either. That is, perhaps, 
not quite so understandable.... He wants her fcir-t — 
but he does not want me to find her,... No. dehrite.'- 
he does not want me to find her... He seems remf- 
dent that he can manage the matter himseLfi He rr-es 
not think she can remain long hidden, for she has 
little money with her. Also she has th-e rhfrm 
Yes, I fancy he will be able to hunt her d.-rm 
long, llul, I think, Hastings, that we shad he r Imre 
quicker than he is. It is important, I *' — rm:. we 
should be.” 

“Dg you think it’s true that she b - ~ 

I asked. 

"I think that she is in a Hgh!- re r rm. m :e r— 
condition,” 

"But not to such a point thsr she rrmr r .-n rr 
mental home?” 


“That, very definitely, no* ^ ^ . 

“You know, Poirot, I don’t quite understand .all this. 
"If you will pardoii my saying so, Hastings, you do, 
not understand at alll" _ . ; • ’ 

**There seen! so , many — %vell — side issues, ■ ‘ - 

"Naturally there are side issues. To separate the main' 
issue from the side issues is the first task of the orderly; 

mind.” \ 

"Tell me, Poirot, have you realized all along that there 
’were eight possible suspects and not seyen . 

Poirot replied drily : _ 

^ have taken that fact into consideration from the, 
moment that Theresa ArundcU mentioned that the last- 
time she saw Dr. Donaldson was when he dined at iittle- 
green House on April 14th." 

“I can’t quite see — ” I broke off, 

“’What is it you cannot quite see ?* 

"■Well, if Donaldson had planned to do^ away 'with. 
Miss Arundel! by scientific means — by 'inoculation, 
that is to say — can’t see why he rcsortecljo such a 
clumsy device as a string across the Stairs.” *■ , 

“En virili, Hastings, there are moments when l.lose 
patience with youl One method is a highly scientific 
one needing fully specialized knowledge. That is so, 
is it not ?" 

"Yes." . . 

“And the other is a homely simple method— ‘the kind 
that mother makes’ — as the advertisements say. Is 
that not right ?” 

"Yes, e.xactiy." 

"Then think, Hastings — think. Lie back, in your 
chair, close the eyes, employ the little grey cells." ' : 

I obeyed. That is to say, I leant back in tiie chair 
and "closed my eyes and endeavoured to carry out the 
third part of Poirot’s instruciions. The result, however,- 
did not seem to clarify matters much. 

r opened my eyes to find Poirot regarding me tvith 
tlie iundly attention a nurse might dusplay. towards a 
childish charge. 
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I made a desperate attempt to emulate Poirot’s manner. 
"Well,*' I said, “it seems to me that the kind of person 
who laid the original booby-trap is not the kind of person, 
to plan out a scientific murder.” 

"Exactly." 

"And I doubt if a mind trained to scientific complexi- 
ties would think of anything so childish as the accident 
plan — it would be altogether too laaphazard." 

“Very clearly realsoned." 

Emboldened, I went on : 

"Therefore, the only logical solution seems to be 
this — ^the two attempts were planned by two different 
people. We have here to deal with murder attempted 
by two entirely different people.” 

"You do not think that is too. much of a coincidence ?” 
"You said yourself once that one coincidence is nearly 
always found in a murder-case.” 

“Yes, that is true. I have to admit it.” 

“Well, then." 

"And who do you suggest for your villains?” 
“Donaldson and Theresa Arundell. A doctor is 
clearly indicated for the final and successful murder. 
On the other hand, we know that Theresa Arundell is 
concerned in the first attempt- I think it’s possible that 
they acted quite independently of each other." 

“You are so fond of saying Sve know,’ Hastings. I 
can assure you that no matter what you know, 1 do not 
know that Theresa was implicated." 

“But Miss Lawson’s storyr.” 

“Miss Lawson’s story is Miss Lawson’s story. Just 
that," ' 

“But she says — ■ 

Sh? says — she says.... Always you are so ready to 
^ke what people say for a proved and -accepted fact. 
Low listen, mon dm, I told you at the time, did I not, 

that something struck me as wrong about Miss Lawson’s 
story.? • 

. L saying so. But you couldn’t 

get hold of what it was." . 

■Well, I have done so now. A little moment and I 



will show you what I, imbedle that 1 am, ought to have 

seen at once.” . . - 

He went over to the desk and opening a drawer took 
out a sheet of cardboard. He cut into this with, a pair 
of scissors, motioning to me not to overlook, what he was 
doing. 

"Patience, Hastings, in a little moment we will proceed 
to bur experiment." ■ 

I averted my eyes obligingly. , , 

In a minute or two Poirot uttered an exclamation ol 
satisfaction. He put away the scissors, dropped the frag- 
ments of cardboard into the waste-paper basket and 
Came across tlie room to me. 

"Now, do not look. Continue to avert the eyes while 
I pin something to the lapel of your coat.” 

I humoured him. Poirot completed the proceeding 
to his satisfaction, then, propelling me gently to ' mj 
feet he drew me across the room, and into the adjoining 
bedroom. 

"Now, Hastings, regard yourself in the glass., Yoi 
arc wearing, are you not, a fashionable brooch with youi 
initials on it — only, bien eiUetidu, the brooch is made noi 
of chromium nor stainless steel, nor gold, nor platinum— 
but of humble cardboard!” 

I looked at myself and smiled. Poirot is uncommonij 
neat with his fingers. I was wearing a very fair represen- 
tation of Theresa Arundell’s brooch — a circle cut. out ol 
cardboard and enclosing my initials — A.H. 

' "Eh bien" said Poirot. "You are satisfied? You have 
there, have you not, a very smart brooch with, youi 
initials?" 

"A most handsome affair," I agreed. 

"It is true it does not gleam and reflect the light, bui 
all the same you are prepared to admit that that brood 
could be seen plainly from some distance away?" 

'“I've never doubted it.” 

Quite so. Doubt is not your strong point. .Simph 
faith is more characteristic of you. And now, Hasting 
be 'bo good as to remove your coat.” 

Wondering a little, I did so. Poirot diveated' himsel 




of his own coat and slipped on mine, turning away a 
little as be did so. 

"And now," said he. "Regard how the brooch — ^ihe 
brooch with your initials — ^becomes me ?” 

He whisked round. I stared at him — for the moment 
uncomprehendingly. Then I saw the point. 

"What a blithering fool I am 1 Of course. ■ It’s H. A. 
in the brooch, not A. H. at all." 

Poirot beamed on me, as he reassumed his own clothes 
and handed me -mine. 

"Exactly — and now you see what struck me as wrong 
with Miss Lawson’s story. She stated that she had 
•seen Theresa’s initials clearly on the brooch she was 
wearing. But she saw Theresa in the glass. So, ij 
■she saw the initials at all, she must have seen them 
reversed." 

"Well," I argued. , 'Terhaps she did, and realized 
that they were reversed." 

"Mon cher, did that occur to you just now? Did you 
exclaim, ‘Ha! Poirot, you’ve got it wrong — that’s H. A. 
really — ^not A.H,’ ? No, you did not And yet you are 
a good deal more intelligent, I should say, than Miss 
Lawson. Do not tell me that a muddle-headed woman 
like that woke up suddenly, and still half-asleep, realized 
that A. T. was really T. A. No, that is not at all con- 
sistent with the mentality of Miss Lawson." 

"She was determined it should be Theresa," I said 
slowly. 

"You are getting nearer, my friend. You remember, 
I hint to her that she could not really see the face of any 
one on the stairs, and immediately — what does she do?” 

"Remembers Theresa’s brooch and lugs that in — for- 
getting that the mere fact of having seen it in the glass 
gave her own story the lie." 

The telephone bell rang sharply. Poirot crossed to it. 

^ He only spoke a few non-committal words. 

"Yes? Yes... certainly. Yes, quite convenient. The 
afternoon, I think. Yes, two o’clock wnll do admirably.” 

He replaced the receiver and turned to me with a 
smile. 



I would have advised her— but there, he isn’t an English- 
man... And she looks so peculiar, poor thirig, so— well, 
so scared. . What ' can he have been , doing to her ? I 
believe 'I'urks are frightfully cruel sometimes." 

. "Dr. Tanios is a Greek." ' 

■ "Yes, of course, that’s the other way about— I mean, 
they’re usually the ones who get massacred by the Turks 
— or am I thinking of Armenians? But all the same,, 
I don’t like to tlhnk of it. I don’t, think she ought to go 
back to him, do you, M. Poirot? Anyway, I mean, she 
says she won’t... She doesn’t even, want liim to know 
where ‘ she is.’’ 

"As bad ns that?’’ 

"Yes, you see it’s the children. She’s so afraid he could 
take them -back to Smyrna. • Poor soul, she really is in a 
terrible way. You see, she’s got no money — no money 
at all. She doesn’t know where to go or what to do. 
She wants to try and earn her living, but, really, you 
know, M. Poirot, that’s not so easy as it sounds. ‘ I know 
that. It’s not • as though she w'ere trained . for any- 
thing.’’ .. 

"Wlien did she leave her husband ?’’ 

“Westerday. She spent' last night in a little hotel 
near Paddington. She came to me because she couldn't 
think of any one else to go to, poor thing.’’ 

"And are you going to help her? That is very good 
•• of you." ' 

’YVell, you see, M. Poirot, T really feeh it’s my duty. 
But, of course, it’s all very difficult.' This is a very small 
‘ flat and there’s no room— ^d what with one thing and 
another," ' ' - - 

"You could send her to Littlcgreen House?" 

'1 suppose I could — but you see her husband might 
think of that. Just for the moment D'ye got, her rooms at 
the Wellington . Hotel in Queen’s Road. , She’s staying 
there under the name of Mrs. Peters,’’ 

"I see,” Said Poirot, . . 

He.-paused for a minute, then said : 

“I would like to see Mrs. Tanios. You see, she called 
at my flat yesterday buti was out," . " , 
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"Oh, did she? She didn’t tell nae that. I’il tell her, 
shall I ?” 

"If you would be so good.” 

Miss Lawson hurried .out of the room. We could 
hear her voice. 

"Bella — Bella — ^my dear, will you come and see M. 
Poirot ?” 

We did not hear Mrs. Tanios’s reply, but .a minute or 
hvo later she came into.^the room. 

I was really shocked at her appearance. There were 
dark circles under her eyes and her cheeks were com- 
pletely destitute of colour, but what struck me far more 
than this was her obvious air of terror. She started at 
the least provocation, and she seemed to be continually 
listening. 

Poirot greeted her in his most soothing manner. He 
came forward, shook hands, arranged a chair for her 
and handed her a cushion. He treated the pale, fright- 
ened woman as though she had been a queen. 

"And now, madame, let us have a little chat. You 
came to see me yesterday, I believe?" 

She nodded. 

“I regret very much that I was away from home.” 

“Yes — yes, I wish you had been there.” 

"You came because you wanted to tell me something ?" 

"Yes, I — I meant to — " 

"Eh bien, I am here, at your service.” 

Mrs. Tanios did not respond. She sat quite still, 
twisting a ring round and round on her finger. 

"Well,' madarne ?” 

.Slowly, almost reluctantly, she shook her head. 

"No,” she said. "I daren’t." 

"You daren't, madame ?" 

“No. 1 — if he knew — he’d — oh, something would 
happen to mel" 

‘Come, come, madame — ^that is absurd.” 

"Oh, but it isn’t absurd — ^it isn’t absurd at all. You 
don’t know him...” 

"By him, you mean your husband, madame?" 

“Yes, of course." 



Poirot was silent a minute or two, then He said,; ' • , 
“Your husband, canie to see me yesterda}', madame.”- 
A quick look of alarm sprang up in her face. 

"Oh, nol You didn’t tell him— but of course you 
didn’t 1 You couldn’t. You didn’t know where ! was; 
Did he— ^lid he say I was madV’ 

Poirot answered cautiously. ^ • 

•“He said that you were — ^highly nervous.” ; - 
But she shook her head, undeceived. 

“No, he said that I was mad — or that I was going 
mad I He wants to shut me up so that I shan^t be able 
to tell any one ever.” 

"Tell any one — what ?" 

But she 'Shook her head. Twisting her fingers ner- 
vously round and round, she muttered ; 

“I’m afraid..." 

"But, madame, once you have told me — ^you are m/c! 
The secret is out! The fact will protect you automati- 
cally." _ , . 

But she did not reply. She went on twisting— twist- 
ing at her rmg. . , ' 

"You must see tliat yourself," said Poirot gently^ . • 
She gave a sort of gasp. 

"How am I to know ?... Oh, dear, it’s terrible. He’s- 
so plaiisiblel And he’s a doctor! People will believe 
him and not me. I know they will. I should myself. 
Nobody will believe me. How could they?" 

"You will not even give me the chance?" 

She shot a troubled glance at him. 

"How do I know? You may be on his side." , - 
"I am^ on no one’s side, madame. I am — always- 
on the side of the truth." 

I don’t know,” said Mrs. Tanios hopelessly. "Oh. 

I don’t know." , ; ’ 

She went on, her words gathering volume, tumbling 
over each other. , ■ • 

It’s been so aw'ful — ^for years now. I’ve seen things 
happening again and again. And I couldn’t say anything ■ 
or do anything. There have been the children. .It’s , 
been like a long nightmare. And now this.... But. I 



won’t go back to him. T won’t let him have the chil(3ren 1 
I’ll go somewhere where he can’t find me. Minnie Law- 
son .will help me. She’s been so kind— so wonderfully 
kind. Nobody could have been kinder.” She stopped, 
then shot a quick look at Poirot and asked : 

‘‘What did he say about me ? Did he say I had dclu- 
sions r 

"He said, madame, that j'ou had — changed towards 
him.” 

She nodded. 

“And he said I had delusions. He did say that, didn’t 

he r 

"Yes, madame, to be frank, he did." 

"That’s it, you see. That’s w’hat it will sound like. 
And I’ve no proof — ^no real proof." 

Poirot leaned back in his chair. When he next spoke 
it was with an entire change of manner. 

He spoke in a matter-of-fact, business-like voice with 
as little emotion as if he had been discussing some dry 
matter of business. 

"Do you suspect your husband of doing away with 
Miss Emily Arundcll?” 

Her answer came quickly — a spontaneous flash. 

"I don’t suspect— I know.” 

"Then, madame, it is your duty to speak." 

"Ah, but it isn’t so easy — ^no, it isn’t so easy." 

"How did- he kill her?” 


"I don’t know exactly — ^but he did kill her.” 

“But you don’t know the method he employed?” 
"No — it was something he did that last Sunday.” 
"The Sunday he w'cnt down to see her?" 

"Yes." 


"But you don’t know what it was?” 
"No." 


"Then how, forgive me, madame, can you be so sure ?” 
"Because he — ” She stopped and said slowly, “I am 
sure!" 


“Pardon, madame, but there is something you are keep 
ing back. Something you have not yet told me?” 
"Yes." 
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"Come, then." . ' 

Bella Tanios got up suddenly. 

"No. No. I can’t do that. The children. Their 
father. I can’t. I simply can’t....’’ 

"But, madame — " .. . 

"I can't, 1 tell you." 

Her voice rose almost to a scream. The door opened 
and Miss Lawson came in, her head cocked on one side 
with a sort of pleasurable excitement. 

"May I come in? Have you had your little talk? 
Bella, my dear, don’t you think you ought to have a 
cup of tea, or some soup, or perhaps a little brandy even ?’’ 

Mrs. Tanios shook her head. 

' "I’m quite all right.’’ She gave a weak smile. 'T 
must be getting back to the children. I have left them- 
to unpack." 

“Dear little ’things," said Miss Law'son. 'Tm so fond 
of children." 

Mrs. Tanios turned to her suddenly. 

"I don’t know what I should do without you," she 
said, "You — ^you’ve been wonderfully kind." • 

"There, there, my dear, don’t cry. Everything’s going 
to be all right. You shall come round and see my lawyer 
— such a nice man, so sympathetic, and he’ll advise yoii 
the best way to get a divorce. Divorce is so- simple 
nowadays, isn’t it, everybody says so. Oh, dear, there’s 
the bell. I wonder who that is." 

■^.,'.Shc left the room hurriedly. There was a murmur 
of' voices in the hall. Miss Lawson reappeared. She' 
: ^tiptoed in and shut the door carefully behind her. She 
; ’spoke in an excited whisper, mouthing tltc words, exagge- 
ratedly. 

"Oh, dear, Bella, it’s j'our husband. Tm sure'! don’t 
know-r-’’ 

Mrs. Tanios gave one bound to’w'ards a door, at the 
other end of the room. Miss Lawson nodded her head 
violently. 

, “That’s right, dear, go in there, and then you can slip 
out when I’ve brought him in here." 

Mrs. Tanios whispered : 



"Don’t say I’ve been here. Don’t you’ve seen me.” 
"No, no, of course I won’t.” 

Mrs. Tanios slipped through the door. Poirot and 
I followed hastily. We found ourselves in a small dining- 
room. ■ 

Poirot crossed to the door into the ball, opened it a 
crack and listened. Then he beckoned. 

"All is clear. Miss Lawson has taken him into the 
other room." 

We crept tlirough the hall and out by the front door. 
Poirot drew it to as noiselessly as possible after him. 

Mrs. Tanios began to run down the steps, stumbling 
and clutching at the banisters. Poirot steadied her 
with a hand under her arm. 

"Du cahne — du caliiie. All is well.” 

We reached the entrance-hall. 

"Come with me,” said Mrs. Tanios piteously. She 
looked as though she might be going to faint. 

"Certainly I will come,” said Poirot reassuringly. 

We crossed the road, turned a corner, and found our- 
selves in the Queen’s Road. The Wellington was a 
small, inconspicuous hotel of the boarding-house variety. 

When we were inside, Mrs. Tanios sank down on a 
plush sofa. Her hand was on her beating heart. 

Poirot patted her reassuringly on the shoulder. 

"It was the narrow squeak — ^yes. Now, madame, you 
are to listen to me very carefully,” 

"I can’t tell you anything more, M. Poirot. It v/ouldn;t' 
be right. You — ^you know what I think — what I believe: 
You— you must be satisfied with that,” 

"I asked you to listen, madame. Supposing — this 
is a supposition only — that I already know the facts of 
the case. Supposing that what you could tell me I have 
already guessed — tliat • would make a difference, would 
it not?”.,,. 

She looked at him doubtfully. Her eyes were painful ' 
in their intensity. 

Oh, believe me, madame, I am not trying to trap you 
into saying v/hat you do not wish to. But it would make 
a difference — ^yes ?” • 



‘1 — I suppose It would” . . . 

"Good. Then let me say this. I, Herade Poirot, ^ 
know the truth. I am not going to ask you to accept 
'.’ my word for it. Take this.” He thrust upon her the , 
• bulky envelope I had seen him seal up that morning, ' 
"The facts are there. After you have read them, if they 
satisfy you, ring me up. My number is on the note- 
paper.” 

Almost reluctantly she accepted the envelope. 

Poirot went on briskly ; . 

"And now, one more point, you must leave this hotel 
. at once." 

"But why?” , . 

“You will go to the Coniston Hotel near Euston. Tell 
no one .where you are going.” 

"But surely — here — Minnie Lawson won’t tell my 
husband where I am.” 

"You think not ?” 

"Oh, no — she’s entirely on my side.” 

"Yes, but 5 '’our husband, madame, is a verj’’ clever 
man. He will not find it difficult to turn a middle-aged 
lady inside out. It is essential — essential, you understand, 
that your husband should not know where you are.” 

She nodded dumbly. 

Poirot held out a sheet of paper. 

"Here is the address. Pack up and drive there with 
the children as soon as possible. You understand?” 

She nodded. 

: , "I understand.” 

"It is the children you must think of, madame', not 
. yourself." You love your children.” - • 

He had touched the right note. 

A little colour crept into her cheeks, her head went 
back. She looked, not a frightened drudge, but an arro- 
gant, almost handsome woman. 

"It is arranged, then," said Poirot. 

He shook hands and he and I departed. But not far. 
From the shelter of a convenient cafe, we sipped coffee 
and watched the entrance of tlie hotel. In about 'five 
minutes we saw Dr. Tanios walking down the street. 
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He did not even glance up at the Wellington. He 
it, his head bowed in thought, then he turned into 
Underground station. . , . . 

About ten minutes later we saw Mrs. Tanios am. 
children get into the taxi with their luggage and 

"Bien" said Poirot, rising with the bill in his 
"We have done our part. Now it is on the luiccs o 
gods." 


CHAPTER XXVII 
Visit of Dr. Donaldson 


Donaldson arrived punctually at two o cloi... . 
was as calm and precise as ever. 

The personality of Donaldson had begun to 
me. I had started by regarding him as a ranu * 
cript young man. I had wondered what a 
ling creature like Theresa could see in lunu ^ 
began to realize that Donaldson was an\^iag - 
gible. Behind that pedantic manner tluw 
After our preliminary greetings were o\w, i 


said : 

"The reason for my visit is this. I ."ip 
understand exactly what your position is n: 
M. Poirot." 

Poirot replied guardedly : . . 

“You know my profession, I think: 
"Certainly. I may say that I 
to make inquiries about you.' 

'Wou are a careful man, Doctor. 


r. 




Donaldson said drily : 

"I like to be sure of my facts, 
"You have the scientific mint 
“I may say that all reports c-n J 
are obviously a ver}' clever mm m 
have also the reputation of bcr^:t 
one." 




"You are too flattering,” miarraured Poirot.. ’ , . 

"That is why I am at a loss to explain your connection- 
with this affair.” 

"And yet it is so simple 1” 

"Hardly that," said Donaldson. “You first present 
yourself as a writer of biographies.” ' - 

"A pardonable deception, do you not thinkF One 
cannot go everywhere announcing the fact that one is a 
detective — ^though that, too, has its uses sometimes.” 

"So I should imagine.” Again Donaldson’s tone was 
dry. “Your next proceeding,” he went on, “was to^ 
call on Miss Theresa Arundell and represent to her 
that her aunt’s will might conceivably be set aside.”, 

Poirot merely bowed his head in assent. 

”“That, of course, was ridiculous ” Donaldson’s voice 
was sharp. “You knew perfectly well that that will was 
valid in law and that nothing could be done about it," 

"Ybu think that is the case,>" 

"I am not a fool, M. Poirot — ” 

“No, Dr. Donaldson, you are certainly not a fool.” 

"I know something — not very much, but enough — 
of the law. That will can certainly not be upset. Why 
did you pretend it could ? Clearly for reasons of 
your own — reasons which Miss Theresa Arundell did 
not for a moment grasp.” 

“You seem very certain of her reactions." 

A very faint smile passed across the young man’s face. 

He said unexpectedly : 

“I know a go_od deal more about Theresa than she 
suspects. I have no doubt that she and Charles think 
they have enlisted your aid in some questionable business. 
Charles is almost completely amoral. Theresa has a 
bad heredity and her upbringing has been unfortunate.” 

"It is thus you speak of your fiancee — ^as though she 
was a guinea-pig?" 

Donaldson peered at him through his' pince-nez. 

"I see no occasion to blink the truth. I love Theresa 
Arundell and I Jove her for what she is and not for any 
imagined qualities." 

“Do you realize that Theresa Arundell is devoted to 



you and that her wish for money is mainly in order that 
your ambitions should be gratified?” 

"Of course I realize it. I’ve already told you I’m not 
a fool. But I have no intention of allowing Tireresa 
to embroil herself in any questionable situation on mv 
account. Iri many ways Theresa is a child still. I 
am quite capable of furthering my career by mv own 
efforts. I do not say that a substantial legac}’ would net 
have been acceptable. It would have been most aooent- 
able. But it would' merely have protided a shert cun’' 

"You have, in fact, full confidence in tout own aun- 
ties ?” ' ~ 

"It probably sounds conceited, but I have," said 
son composedly. ^ 

"Let us proceed, then. I admit that I c-umed '‘Ihs 
Theresa’s confidence by a trick. I let her > -v— - 
would be— shall we say, reasonably dishen^— -hr 
She believed that without the least 

"Theresa believes that any one wo-uld ct “rrfnr ~ 
money, said the j’oung doctor in tr= — — 

tone one uses when statme a self-rrdent ^ 

to be her strn: de— 


^'Charles probably zumld do anv; 
You have no illusions, I see ah.-r- 


in-law.” 

• ^ £2 

'^eep-seated nemesG^'^' 
shop To return to what wc are r-— 
asked mysdf tchy you should a-^ 
done, and I have found only or- an^- 
that you suspect either ^ t” 

hand in Miss Arundeli’sdeatL 

contodictmel Your mer^c-. - 

think, a mere device to see whJ- 
Have you, m actual fset, tske- 
a Home Office order fcT 

r! ‘I'ute fiank 
Honddson nodded. 

^0 I thought. I 


possibility that Miss Anindell’s death may turn out to 
be from natural causes ?" 

"I have considered the fact that it may appear to be • 
so — ^yes.” . . 

"But your own mind is made up?” 

"Very definitely. ■ If you have a case of — say — ^tuber- 
culosis that looks like tuberculosis, behaves like tuber- 
culosis, and in which the blood gives a positive reaction — 
eh Ucn, you consider it is tuberculosis, do you not?” 

“You look at it that w^y ? I see. Then what exactly 
are you waiting for ?” 

"I am waiting for a final piece of evidence." 

The telephone bell rang. At a gesture from Poirot 
I got up and answered it. I recognized the voice.- 

"Captain Hastings? This is Mrs. Tanios speaking. 
Will you tell M. Poirot that he is perfectly right.. If 
he will come here to-morrow morning at ten o’clock, I 
Mil give him what he wants.” 

"At ten o’clock to-morrow?” , . 

"Yes.” 

"Right. I’ll tell him." , 

Poirot’s eyes asked a question. I nodded. 

He turned to Donaldson. His manner had changed. 
It was brisk — assured. 

"Let me make myself clear," he said. "I have 'diag- 
nosed this case of mine as a case of murder. It looked 
like murder, it gave all the characteristic reactions of 
murder — in fact, it was murder! Of that, there is not 
the least doubt." 

‘"Where thp does the doubt — ^for I perceive there 
is a doubt — lie?” 

"The doubt lay in the identity of the murder^ — but 
that is a doubt no longer!” 

"Really? You know?" 

"Let us say that I shall have definite proof in my hands 
to-morrow.” 

Dr. Donaldson’s eyebrows rose in a slightly ironical 
fashion. 

"Ah,” he said. "To-morrow! Sometimes, M. Poi-. 
rot, to-morrow is a long way off.” 
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“On the contrary,” said Poirot, ”1 
succeeds to-day with monotonous regu-ani.... 

Donaldson smiled. He rose. . „ 

"I fear I have -wasted your time, ni. Poirot. 

"Not at all. It is always as well to imderstand each 
other.” With a slight bow, Dr. Donaldson left the room. 


CHAPTER XX\T1I 
Another Victim 

"That is a clever man," said Poirot thoughtfully. 

"It’s rather difficult to know what he is driving at.” 

"Yes. He is a little inhuman. But extremely percep- 
tive." 

"That telephone call was from Mrs. Tanios.’ 

"So, I gathered." • , 

I repeated the message. Poirot nodded approval, 

"Good. All marches well. Twenty-four hours, Has- 
tings, and I think we shall know exactly where we stand.” 

"I’m still a little fogged. Who exactly do we suspect ?” 

"I really could not say who you 'suspect, Hastings ! 
Everjffiody in turn, I should imagine!” 

"Sometimes I think you like to get me into that state!” 

“No, no, I would not amuse myself in such a way.” 

"I wouldn’t put it past you.” 

Poirot shook his head, but somewhat absently. I 
studied him. 

"Is anything the matter?” I asked. 

"My friend, I am always nen^ous to-wards the end of 
a case. If anything should go wrong — ” 

"Is anything likely to go wrong.?” 

I do not tliink so." He paused, fro-wninr. "I hrre, 

I think, proiided against every contingency” 

"Then, supposing that we forcer r-., - 

show?" - -- 

Mfl joi, Hastings, that is s good ideal” 

We passed a very' pleasant e-rening, dhtn^ I rnn- = -V 



slight mistake of taking Poirot to a crook play. There; 
is one piece of advice I offer to all my readers. Never 
take a soldier to a military play, a sailor to a naval play, 
a Scotsman to a Scottish play, a detective to a thriller — 
and an actor to any play whatsoever 1 The shower of 
destructive criticism in each case is somewhat devas- 
tating. Poirot never ceased to complain of faulty psy- 
chology, and the hero detective’s lack of order and method 
nearly drove him’ demented. We parted that night 
with Poirot still explaining ho\v the whole business might 
have been laid bare in the first half of the first act. 

"But in that case, Poirot, there would have been no 
play,” I pointed out. 

Poirot was forced to admit that perhaps that was so. 

It was a few minutes past nine when I entered the 
sitting-room tlie next morning. Poirot was at the break- 
fast-table — ^as usual neatly slitting open his letters. 

The telephone rang and I answered it. 

.A hea\ 7 -breathing female voiee spoke : 

"Is that M. Poirot? Oh, it’s you. Captain Hastings.” 

There was a sort of gasp and a sob. 

"Is that Miss Lav-son?” I asked. 

"Yes, yes, such a terrible thing has happened 1" 

I grasped the receiver tightly. 

“\^at is it?” 

"She left the Wellington, you know — ^Bella, I mean. 
I went there late in the afternoon yesterday and they said 
she’d left. Without a word to me, either! Most extra- 
. ordinary! It makes me feel that perhaps, after all. Dr. 
Tanios was right. He spoke so nicely about her and 
seemed so distressed, and now it really looks as though 
he were right after all.” 

"But what’s happened, Miss Lawson ? Is it just that 
Mrs. Tanios left the hotel without telling you?” 

“Oh, no, it’s not.thatl Oh, dear me, no. If that 
were all it would be quite all right. Though I do think 
it was odd, you know. Dr. Tanios did say that he was 
afraid she rvasn’t quite— not quite — if you know what I 
mean. Persecution mania, he called. it.” 

"Yes.” (Danm the woman !) ’ “But what’s happened}" 



"Oh, dear— it is terrible. Died in her sleep. An 
overdose of some sleeping stuifl And those poor little 
children! It all seems so dreadfully sadl I’ve done 
nothing but cry since I heard.” 

"How did you hear? Tell me all about it.” 

Out of the tail of my eye I noticed that Poirot had 
stopped opening his letters. He was listening to my 
side of the conversation. I did not like to cede my 
place to him. If I did it seemed highly probable that 
Miss Lawson would start with lamentations all over again. 

"They rang me up. From the hotel. The Coniston 
it’s called. It seems they found my name and address 
in her bag. Oh, dear, M. Poirot — Captain Hastings, 
I mean — isti't it terrible? Those poor little children left 
motherless.” 

"Look here," I said. "Are you sure it’s an accident? 
They didn’t think it could be suicide?" 

"Oh, what a dreadful idea, Captain Hastings! Oh, 
dear, I don’t know, I’m sure. Do you think it could 
be? That would be dreadfidl Of course she did seem 
very depressed. But she needn’t have been. I mean 
there wouldn’t have been any difficulty about money. 
I was going to share with her — indeed I was' Dear Miss 
Arundeii would have wished it. I’m sure of that ! It 
seems so a\\;ful to think of her taking her orvn life — but 
perhaps she didn’t.... The hotel people seemed to think 
it was an accident." 

"What did 'she take ?" 

“One of those sleeping things. Veronal, I think. 
No, chloral. Yes, that was it. Chloral. Oh, dear. 
Captain Hastings, do you think — ” 

Unceremoniously I banged down the receiver. I 
turned to Poirot. 

"Mrs. Tanios — " 

He raised a hand. 

. Yes, yes, I know what vou are ^oir.e to s^'v .Sh'* 
is dead, is she not ?” 

"Yes. Overdose of sleeping-draught. Chloral." 

Poirot got up. 

"Come, blastings, we must go there at once." 



"Is this what you feared — last night? ^^Tlieh you said 
you were always nervous towards the end of.a case?- 
■ • "I feared another, death— yesl” 

Poirot’s face was set and stem. We said' very little 
' as we drove towards Euston, Once or twice Poirot shook 
his head. ■ ' . ^ 

• I , said timidly ' : 

,"Ypu don’t think — ? Could it be an accident?” 

"No, Hastings — ^no. It was not an accident.” 

“How on earth did he find out where she had, 
gone?" 

Poirot only shook his head without replying. 

The Coniston was an unsavoury-looking, place quite 
near Euston station. Poirot, with his card, and a suddenly 
bullying maimer, soon fought his way into the manager’s 
office. ' . 

The facts- were quite simple. 

Mrs. Peters, as she had called herself, and -her two 
, children had arrived about half-past twelve. They had 
had lunch at one o'clock. 

At four o’clock a man had arrived with a note for Mrs. 
Peters. The note had been sent up to her. A few 
minutes later she had come donm with the two cliildren 
, and a suitcase. The children had then left with the 
-visitor. Mrs. Peters had gone to the office and explained 
that she should only want the one room after all. 

She had not appeared exceptionally distressed or upset, 
indeed she had seemed quite calm and collected. She had 
had dinner about seven-thirty and had gone to her room 
soon . afterwards. 

On calling her in the morning the chambermaid had 
found her dead. 

A doctor had been sent for and had pronounced her 
to have been dead for some hours. An empty glass was, 
found on the table by the bed. It seemed fairly obvious 
that she had taken a sleeping-draught, and, by mistake, 

■■ taken an overdose. Chloral hydrate, the doctor said, 

' was a somewhat uncertain drug. There were no indica- 
tions of suicide. No letter had been left. Searching 
for means ' of notifying her relations, Miss Lawson’s . 
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name and address had been found and she had been 
communicated with by telephone, 

Poirot asked if anything had been found in the way 
of letters or papers. The letter, for instance, brought 
by the man who had called for, the children. 

No papers of any kind had been found, the man said, 
but there was a pile of charred paper on the hearth. 

Poirot nodded thoughtfully. 

As far as any one could say, Mrs. Peters had had no 
visitors and no one had come to her room — with the 
solitary exception of the man who had called for the two 
children. 

I questioned the porter myself as to his appearance, 
but the man w'as very vague. A man of medium height 
— ^he thought fair-haired — rather military build — of some- 
what nondescript appearance. No, he was positive 
the man had no beard. 

"It wasn’t Tanios,” I murmured to Poirot. , 

"My dear Hastings! Do you really believe that Mrs. 
Tanios, after all the trouble she was taking to get the 
children away from their father, would quite meekly 
hand them over to liim without the least fuss or protest ? 
All, that, no!" 

"Then who was the man ?” 

“Clearly it was some one in whom Mrs. Tanios had 
confidence or rather it was some one sent by a third per- 
son in whom Mrs. Tanios had confidence." 

"A man of medium height," I mused. 

"You need hardly trouble yourself about his appear- 
ance, Hastings. I am quite sure that the man who 
actually called for the children was some quite unimpor- 
tant personage. The real agent kept himself in the back- 
ground !” 

"And the note was from this third person?" 

"Yes.” ^ 

Some one in whom Mrs. Tanios had confidence ?" 

"Obviously." 

“And the note is now burnt?" 

“Yes, she was instructed to bum it." 

Wiat about that resume of the case that j’-ou gave her ?" 


Poirot's face looked unusually grim. * 

‘‘That, too, is burned. But that does not matter!" 

'."No?" - • . 

“No. For you see-— it is all in the head of Flercule 

Poirot.” , . , 

He took me by the arm. ■ 

“Come, Hastings, let us leave here. Our concern 
is not with the dead but mth the living. It is with them 
I have to, deal.” 


CHAPTER XXIX 
. Inquest at Littlegreen Home 

. It was eleven .o’clock the following morning. 

Seven people were assembled at Littlegreen House, 
Hefcule Poirot stood by the mantelpiece. Charles, and 
Tlieresa Arunddl were on the sofa, Charles on the arm 
of it with his' hand on Theresa’s shoulder. Dr. Tanios 
sat' in a grandfather chair. His eyes were red-rimmed 
and , he wore a black band round his arm. 

On an upright chair by a round table sat the owner of 
the house, Miss Lawson. She, too, had red eyes. Her 
hair was even untidier than usual. Dr, Donaldson sat 
directly facing Poirot. His face was quite expressionless. 

My interest quickened as I looked at each fece in turn. 

In the course of my association with Poirot I had 
assisted at many such a scene. A little company of 
people, all outwardly composed with well-bred paasks 
for faces. And I had seen Poirot strip the mask from one 
face and show it for what it was — the face of a killer I 

Yes,, there was no doubt of it. One of these people 
was a murderer! But which? Even now I was not 
sure. 

Poirot cleared his throat — ^a little pompously as was his 
habit — ^and began to speak. 

"We are assembled here, ladies and gentlemen, to 
inquire into the death of Emily Arundell on the first 
of May last.' There are four possibilities — that she died 
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naturally — that she died as the result of an accident— 
that she took her owi life — or lastly that she met her 
death at the hands of some person known or unknown. 

"No inquest was held at the time of her death, since 
it was assumed that she died from natural causes 
and a medical certificate to that effect was given by Dr. 
Grainger. 

"In a case where suspicion arises after burial has taken 
place it is usual to esiiumc the body of the person in 
question. There are reasons why I have not advocated 
that course. The cliief of them is that my client would 
not have liked it.” 

It was Dr. Donaldson who interrupted. He said : 

"Your client?” 

Poirot turned to him. "My client is Miss Emily • 
Arundcll. I am acting for her. Her greatest desire 
was that there should be no scandal.” 

I will pass over the next ten minutes, since it would 
involve much needless repetition. Poirot told of the 
letter he had received, and producing it he read it aloud. 
He went on to explain the steps he had taken on coming 
to Market Basing, and of his discoveiy of the means ta.ken 
to bring about the accident. 

Then he paused, cleared his throat once more, and 
went on : 

“I am now going to take you over the ground I travelled 
to get at the truth. I am going to show you what I believe 
to be a true reconstruction of the facts of the case. 

“To begin with, it is necessary to picture exactly what 
passed in Miss Anindell’s mind. That, I think, is fairly 
easy. She has a fall, her fall is supposed to be occasioned 
by a dog’s ball, but s//e herself knozvs better. Lying there 
on her bed her active and shrewd mind goes over the 
circumstances of her fall and she comes to a very definite 
conclusion about it. Some one has deliberately tried 
to injure — perhaps to kill her. 

"From that conclusion she passes to a consideration 
of who tliat person can be. There were scvczi people 
in the house — four guests, her companion and two ser- 
vants. Of these seven people only onc_can be entirely 


exonerated— since to that one person no advantage could 
accrue. She does not seriously suspect the t\vd servants, 
both of whom have been with her for many years and 
whom she knows to be devoted to her. There remain, 
then, /owr persons, three of them members of her family, 
and one of them a connection by marriage. Each of 
those four persons benefits, three directly, one indirectly, 
by her death. 

"She is in a difhcult position, since she is a woman 
with a strong sense of family feeling. Essentially she is 
not one who wishes to wash the dirty linen in public, as 
the saying goes. On the other hand, she is not one to 
submit tamely to attempted murder! 

"She takes her decision and writes to me. She also 
takes a further step. That further step was, I believe, 
actuated by two motives. One, I think, was a distant 
feeling of spite against her entire family ! She suspected 
them all impartially, and she determined at all costs to 
score off them ! The second and more reasoned motive 
was a wish to protect herself and a realization of how.this 
could be accomplished. As you know, she wrote to 
her lawyer, Mr. Purvis, and directed him to draw up 
a will in favour of the one person in the house who, 
she felt convinced, could have had no hand in her 
.accident. 

"Now I may say that, from the terms of her letter to 
me and from her subsequent actions, I am quite sure 
that Miss Arundell passed from indefinite suspicion of 
four people to definite suspicion of one of those four. The 
whole tenor of her letter to me is an insistence that this 
busmess must be kept strictly private, since the honotir 
of the family is involved. v 

“I think that, from a Victorian point of view, this means 
..that a person of her own name was indicated — and 
preferably a man. 

: "If she had suspected Mrs. Tanios she would have been 
quite as anxious to secure her own safety, but not quite 
as concerned for the family honour. She might have 
felt much the same about Theresa Arundell, but not 
nearly as intensely as she would feel about Charles. 
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for his reluctance. He said nothing, hoping that his 
aunt would relent and change her mind. 

"As far as Miss Arundell’s state of tnind was concerned 
I felt that I had reconstructed events with a fair amount 
of correctness. I had next to make up my mind if her 
suspicions were, in actual fact, justified. 

“Just as she had done, I realized that my suspicions 
were limited to a narrow circle — seven people to be 
exact. Charles and Theresa Arundell, Dr. Tanios and 
Mrs. Tanios, the two servants, and Miss Lawson. There 
was an eighth person who had to be taken into account — ' 
namely. Dr. Donaldson, who dined there that night, but 
I did not learn of his presence until later. 

"These seven persons that I was considering fell easily 
into two categories. Six of them stood to benefit in a 
greater or lesser degree by Miss Arundell’s death. If 
any one of those six had committed the crime the 
reason was probably a plain matter of gain. The second 
category contained one person oply — Miss Lawson. 
Miss Lawson did not stand to gain by Miss Arundell’s 
death, but as a result of the accident^ she did benefit 
considerably later ! 

"That meant that if Miss Lawson staged the so-called ' 
accident — ” 

“I never did anything of the kind!” Miss Lawson 
interrupted. "It’s disgraceful! Standing up there and 
saying such things 1” 

• "A little patience, mademoiselle. And be kind enough- 
not to interrupt," said Poirot. 

Miss Lawson tossed her head angrily. 

“I insist on making my protest! Disgraceful, that’s 
what it is! Disgraceful!” 

Poirot went on, unheeding. 

"I was saying that if Miss Lawson staged that accident 
she did so for an entirely different reason— -that is, she 
engineered it so that Miss Arundell would naturally sus- 
pect her ozon family and become alienated front them. That 
was a possibility! I searched to see if there were any 
confirmation or otherwise and I unearthed one very ■ 
definite fact. If Miss Lawson wanted Mss Arundell 
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to suspect her avni family, she trotild have s^e^sd t„e 
fact of the dog, Boh, being otd that night- But on tne 
contrary Miss Lavrson took the utmost pains to preterit 
Miss Arundell hearing of that. Therefore, I argued. 
Miss Lawson must be innocent-" 

Miss Lawson said sharply ; 

"I should hope so!” , 

"I next considered the problem of Miss ApmdeU s . 
death. If one attempt to murder a person is made, 
a second attempt usually follows. It seemed to me 
significant that within a fortnight of the first attempt 
Miss Arundell should have died. I began to make 
inquiries. 

"Dr. Grainger did not seem to think there was znytt^g 
unusual about his patient’s death. That was a little 
damping to my theory. But, inquiring into the happen- 
ings of the last evening before she was taken ill, I came 
across a rather significant fact- Miss Isabel Tripp men- 
tioned a halo of light that had appeared roimd Zv'Iiss 
Arundell’s head. Her sister confinned her statemenL 
They might, of course, be inventing — in a romantic 
spirit — but I did not think that the incident was quite z 
likely one to occur to them unprompted. When question- 
ing Miss Lawson she also gave me an interesting piece 
of information. She referred to a luminous ribbon 
issuing from A’liss Arundell’s mouth and forming a lumi- 
nous haze round her head. 

"Obilously, though described somtvrhzt diSerendy 
by two different observers, the actual /act was the same. 
What it amounted to, shorn of spirtualistic significance, 
ivas this : On Me night in qxiestion Miss ArundelVs breath 
zcas phosphorescent !" 

Dr. Donaldson moved a little in his chair. 

Poirot nodded to him. 

Yes, you begin to see. There are not very mznv 
phosphorescent substances. The first and most ooramoh 
one gave me exactly what I ^vas looldng for. I vriii read 
}ou a short extract from an article on phosphorus poi- 
soning. 

The person s breath may be phosphorescent before he 



feels in any way affected. That is what Miss La^on 
;and the Misses Tripp saw in the dark — Miss ArundeH’s 
phosphorescent breath — ha luminous haze.’ And here 
I will read you again. The jaundice having thoroughly 
pronounced itself, the systaji may be considered as not only 
under the influence of the toxic action of phosphorus, but ' 
as suffering in addition from all the accidetits incidental to 
the retention of the biliary secretion in the, blood, nor is 
there from this point any special difference between phos- 
phorus poisoning and certain affections of the liver — such for 
example as yellozii atrophy. 

. "You see the cleverness. of that? Miss Arundell has 
suffered for years from liver trouble. The symptoms 
of phosphorus poisoning would only look like another 
attack of the same complaint. There will be nothing new, 
nothing startling about it. 

"Oh! it >vas well planned! Foreign matches— ver- 
min paste ? It is not difficult to get hold of phosphorus, 
and a very small dose will kill. The medicinal dose is’ 
from i/ioo to 1/30 grain. 

“Voild. How clear — how marvellously clear the whole 
business becomes 1 Naturally, the doctor is deceived — 
especially as I find his sense of smell is affected — ^the 
garlic odour of the breath is a distinct symptom of phos- 
phorus poisoning. He had no suspicions — ^why should 
. he have? There were no suspicious circumstances 
and the one thing that might have given him a hint was 
the one thing he would never hear — or if he did hear it 
he would only class it as spiritualistic nonsense. 

"I was now sure (from the evidence of Miss Larvson 
and’the Misses Tripp) that murder had been coimriitted. 
The question still was by whotnl I eliminated the ser- 
' vants — ^their mentality was obviously not adapted to 
such a crime. I eliminatyd Miss Lawson, since she 
would hardly have prattled on about luminous ectoplasm 
if she had been connected with the crime. I eliminated 
, Charles Arundell, since he knew, having seen ' the will, 
that he would gain nothing by his aunt's death. 

"There remained his sister Theresa, Dr. Tanios, 
-IMrs. Tanios and Dr. Donaldson, whom I discovered to 
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have been cin'-ni 
dog’s ball in.c:a.’en;* 

"At this point I hrc nnr;-' ^ 
fall back upon tne rs”tn:i on:;' 
nality of the ^triertrt nc: 
same outline. They vr^m ext 
ning, and earned cut vrrtn 
a certain amount c: knonni-. 

The facts about phesphom? p-r^'r-rrp tnr 

and the stuff itself, as I scy,. ts cutts snst.y vSCitntv,, 

especially abroad. 

‘T considered first the tent met- Bttn or tntrt yxnt 
doctors, and both were clever mm. mtter tt tntm 
ight have thought of phosphrrtts rr.t Its smrthmtt m. 
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this particular case, but the 

not seem to fit a masculine mmd. e ne metde 
ball seemed to me essentially a emrt-mV Idea. 

"I considered first of all Theresa Arur.dell. 

certain potentialities. She was bclc, ruthless. 

over-scrupulous. She had led a selfish and greedy life. 
She had always had eventhing she vmnted and she had 
reached a point where she was desperate for money — 
both for 'herself and for the man she loved. Her manner, 
also, showed plainly that she knew her aunt had been 
murdered. 

"There was an interesting little passage between her and 
her brother. I conceived the idea that eadt suspected 
the other of the crime. Charles endeavoured to make her 
say that she knew of the existence of the neso ssnll. \^Tiy r 
Clearly because if she knew of it she could not be suspected 
of the murder. She, on the other hand, clearly did not be- 
leve Charles’s statement that Miss Arundell had shown it 
to mm. She regarded it as a singularly clumsy attempt 
suspicion from himself. 

ihcre .vras another significant point. Charles dis- 
u to use the word ‘arsenic.’ Later I 

lu questioned the old gardener at length 

' i SS ^ weed-killer. Tt was clear 

had been m his mind." 

ar es Arundell shifted his position a little. 



"I thought of it,” he said. "But— well, T suppose 1 
hadn’t got the nerve.” 

Poirot nodded at him. ... ' 

"Precisely, it ,is not in , your psychology. , Your crimes 
will always be the crimes of weakness. To steal, to forge 
— yts, it is the easiest way — ^but to kill — no!- .,To kill 
one needs the type of mind' that can be obsessed by an 
idea.” , . _ . • . 

He resumed his lecturing manner. , _ " 

"Theresa Arimdell, I decided, had quite sufficient 
strength of. mind to carry such a design through, but 
there were other facts to take into consid^eration. She 
had never been thwarted, she had lived fully and self- 
ishly — ^but that type of person is not the type that kills— 
except perhaps in sudden anger. And yet — felt sure — 
it was Theresa Arundell who had taken the weed-killer 
from the tin.” 

Theresa spoke suddenly : 

'Til tell you the truth. I thought of it. I actually 
took some weed-killer from a tin down at Littlegreen 
House. But I couldn’t do it! I’rn too fond of living — 
of being alive — I couldn’t do that to any one — ^take life 
from them. ... I may be bad and selfish but there are things 
I can’t dol I couldn’t kill a living, breathing, human 
creature 1” 

Poirot nodded. "No, that is true. And you are not as 
bad as you paint yourself, mademoiselle. 'You are only 
young — and reckless.” 

He .went on : 

."There remained Mrs. Tanios. As soon as I saw 
her ,I realized that she was afraid. She saw that I real- 
ized that and she very quickly made capital out of that 
momentary betrayal, ,She gave a very convincing portrait 
of a woman who is afraid for her husband. A little later 
she changed her tactics. It was very cleverly done— but 
the change did not deceive me. A woman can be afraid 
/or ..her husband or she can be afraid of her husband-^ 
but she can hardly be both. hirs. Tanios decided on the 
latter role — and she ^ played her part cleverly — even to 
coming out after me into' the hall of the hotel and pretend- 


ine that there was something she w'anted to tell me. 
When her husband followed her as she Imew he would, 
she pretended that she could not speak before him. 

"I realized at once, not that she feared her husband, 
but that she disliked him. And at once, summing the 
matter up, I felt convinced that here was the exact cha- 
racter I had been looking for. Here was — ^not a self- 
indulgent woman — but a. tliwarted one. A plain gin> 
leading a dull existence, unable to attract the men she 
would like to attract, finally accepting a man she did not 
care for rather than, be left an old maid. I could trace 
her growing dissatisfaction with life, her life in Smyrna 
exiled from all she cared for in life. Then the birth of 
her children and her passionate attachment to them. 

“Her husband was devoted to her, but she came secretly 
to dislike him more and more. He had speculated with 
her mpney and lost it — another grudge against him. 

“There was only one thing that illumined her drab 
'life, the expectation of her Aunt Emily’s death. Then 
she would have money, independence, the means to edu- 
cate her children as she wished — and remember educa- 
tion meant a lot to her — she was a professor’s daughter ! 

“She may have already planned the crime, or had the 
idea of it in her mind, before she came to England. She 
had a certain knowledge of chemistry, ha\Tng assisted her 
father in the laboratory. She knew the nature of Miss 
Arundell’s complaint and she was well aw^e that phos- 
phorus would be an ideal substance for her purpose. 

' Then, when she came to Littlegreen House, a simpler 
method presented itself to her. The dog’s ball— a thread 
or string across the top of the stairs. A simple, ingenious 
woman’s idea. 


“She made her attempt— and failed. I do not think 
that she had any idea that Miss Arundell was aware of 
the true facts of the matter. Miss Arundell’s suspicions 
were directed entirely against Charles. I doubt if her 
manner to Bella showed any alteration. And so, quietlv 
and determinedly, this self-contained, unhappy, ambitious 

LTfr execution. She found 

an e.xcellent vehicle for the poison, some patent capsules 
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that hCss Arundell was in the habit of taking after meald- 
To open a capsule, place the , phosphorus inside and clos'j 
it again, was , child’s . play. The capsule was replacec’ 
: . among the others. Sooner or later Miss Arundell woulc 
' swallow it. Poison was . not likely, to be suspected. Ever 
; if by some tmlikely chance it was, she herself woulc 
be nowhere near Market Basing at the time. 

"Yet she took one precaution. ’ She obtained a double 

■ supply of chloral hydrate at the chemist’s, forging hei 

■ husband’s name to the prescription. I have no doubl 
of what that was for— to keep by her in case anything 
went tvrong. 

■ "As I say, I was convinced from the first moment 1 
saw, her that Mrs. Tanios was the person I was looking 
for, but I had absolutely no proof of the fact. I had tc 
proceed carefully. If Mrs. Tanios had any idea I suspec- 
ted her, I tras afraid' that she might proceed to a furthei 
crime. Furthermore, I believed that the idea of thal 
crime had already occurred to her. Her one wish in life 
was to shake herself free of her husband. 

"Her original murder had proved a bitter disappoint- 
ment. The money, the wonderful all-into.vicating money, 
had all gone to Miss Lawson ! It was a blow, but she sel 
to work most intelligently. She began to work on Miss 
Lawson’s conscience which, I suspect, was already not 
..too comfortable.” 

' , There was a sudden outburst of sobs. Miss Lawson 
■ ‘took put her handkerchief and cried into it. 
r • "It’s been dreadful,” she sobbed. "Tve been Mcked 
Yerj^' wicked. You see, I was very curious about the will 
• —why. Miss Arundell had made a new one, I mean. And 
one day, -when Miss Arundell w-as resting, I managed 
to unlock the drawer in the desk. And then I found she’d 
left it'. all to me! Of course, I never dreamed it was so 
Just a few tliousands — ^tlrat’s all I thought it ^vas. 
And why not? After all, her own relations didn’t really 
care for her! But then, when she was so ill, she asked 
■for the will. I could see — I felt sure — she ^vas goin 
to destroy it.... And that’s wLen I was so wacked. 

. told her she’d sent it back to Mr. Pur\ds. Poor dear 



■ Miss Lawson told me that she had seen Theresa Anindell 
kneeling on the stairs on, the night of Easter. Monday. 
I soon discovered that Miss Lawson, could not have seen 
Theresa at all clearly— not nearly clearly enough to recog- 
nize her features. Yet she was quite positive in her iden- 
tification. On being pressed she - mentioned a brooch 
with Theresa’s initials — T.A. 

"On my request Miss Theresa Anindell showed me the 
hrooch in question. At the saime time she absolutely 
denied having been on the stairs at the time stated. At 
first I fancied . some one else had borrowed her brooch, 
but when I looked at the hrooch in the glass the truth 
leaped at me. Miss Lawson, -vraking up, had seen a dim 
figure with the initials T.A. flashing in the light. She 
had leapt to the conclusion that it was Theresa.. 

".But if in the glass she had seen the initials T.A. — 
then the real initials must have been A.T., since the glass 
naturally, reversed the order. .. 

, "Of course! Mrs. .Tanios’s mother ^vas Arabella* 
Arundell. Bella is only a contraction. A.T. stood for 
Arabella Tanios. There was nothing odd in Mrs. Tahios 
possessing a similar type of brooch. It had been exclu- 
sive last Christmas, but by the spring they were all the 
' rage, and I had already observed that Mrs. Tanios copied 
her cousin Theresa’s hats and clothes as far as she was 
able with ’ her limited means. 

"In m}' o\vn mind, at any fate, my case was proved. 

"Now— what was I to do? Obtain a Home Office 
. order for the exhumation of tlie body ? , That could 
doubtless.be managed. I prove that Miss Arundell 
had been poisoned with phosphorus, though tlierc was a 
little doubt about that. The body had been buried two 
months, and I -understand that there have been cases of 
• phosphorus poisoning where no lesions have been found 
and where the post-mortem appearances are very indeci- 
sive. Even then, could I connect Mrs. Tanios with the 
purchase or possession of phosphorus ?. Very doubtful, 
since’ she^ had probably obtained it abroad. 

• At .tliis juncture Mrs. Tanios took a decisive action. 
She left her husband, tlirowing herself on the pity of 
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Miss' Lawson. She also definitely accused her husband 
of the murder. 

"Unless I acted I felt convinced that he would be her 
next victim. I took steps to isolate them one from the 
other on the pretext that it was for her safety. She could 
not very well contradict that. Really, it was his safety I 
had in mind. And then — and then — ” 

He paused — & long pause. His face had gone rather 
white. 

"But that was only a temporary measure. I had to 
make sure that the killer would kill no more. I had to 
assure the safety of the iimocent. 

"So I wrote out my construction of the case and gave 
it to Mrs. Tanios.” 

There •was a long silence. 

Dr. Tanios cried out : 

"Oh, my God, so that’s ■n'hy she killed herself.” 

Poirot said gently : 

"Was it not the best way? She thought so. There 
were, you see, the children to consider.” 

Dr. Tanios buried his face in his hands. 

Poirot came fom^d and laid a hand on his shoulder. 

"It had to be. Believe me it wms necessary. . There 
•would have been more deaths. First yours — ^en pos- 
sibly, under certain circumstances. Miss Lawaon’s. 
And so it goes on.” 

Pie paused. 

In a broken voice Tanios said : 

"She ^vanted me — to take a sleeping-draught one 
night... There was some thin g in her face — 1 threw it 
away. That was when I began to believe her mind was 
going....” 

"Think of it that "way. It is indeed partly true. But 
not in the legal meaning of the term. She knew the 
meaning of her action....” 

Dr. Tanios said wistfully : 

She was much too good for me — always.” 

A strange epitaph on a self-confessed murderess! 


CHAPTER XXX 
The Last Word 

There is , very little more to tell. 

. Theresa ~ married her doctor shortly aftenvards. I 
know them fairly well now and I have learnt to appre- 
ciate Donaldson — ^his clarity of vision and the deep, 
underlying force and humanity of the man. His manner, 

I may say, is just as dry and precise as ever ; Theresa often 
mimics him, to his face. She is, I think, amazingly happy 
and absolutely WTapped up in her husband’s career. 
He is already making a big name for liimself and is an 
authority, on the functions of ductless glands. 

Miss Lawson, in an acute attack of conscience,, had to 
.be. restrained forcibly from denuding herself of every. . 
peimy. ' A settlement agreeable to all parties was ran 
up by Mr. Purvis whereby Miss Arundell’s fortune \vas 
shared' out between Miss Lawson, the two Arundells', 
and the Tanios children. 

Charles went through his share in a little over a year 
and is now, I believe, in British Columbia. 

just two incidents. 

“You’re a do^vny fellow, ain’t you ?’’ said Miss Pea- 
.body, stopping us as we emerged from the gate of Little- 
green House one day. “Managed to hush everything 
'upl No exhumation. Everytliing done decently." 

“There seems to be no doubt that Miss Arundell died 
of yellow atrophy of the liver,” said Poirot gently. 

“That’s very satisfactory," said Miss Peabody. “Bella 
Tanios took an overdose of sleeping stuff, I hear." 

"Yes, it U’as very sad.” 

“She was a miserable kind of woman — always wanting ' 
what she ' hadn’t got. People go a bit queer, sometimes 
when they’re like that. Had a kitchen maid once. Same 
thing. Plain girl. Felt it. Started writing anonymous 
letters. Queer kinks people get. Ah, well, I dare say - 
it’s all for'the best." ' 
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"Oae hopes so, madame. One hopes so.” 

"Well,” said Miss Peabody,' preparing to resume her 
^valk, "I’ll say this for you. You’ve hushed things up 
nicely. Very nicely indeed.” . . 

She walked on. 

There \vas a plaintive “"WulF” behind me. 

I turned and opened the gate. 

"Come on, old man.” * 

Bob bounced through. There was a ball in his mouth. 

"You can’t take that for a wa}k.” 

Bob sighed, turned and slowly ejected the ball inside 
the gate. He looked at it anxiously, then passed through. 

He looked up at me. 

"If you say so, master, I suppose it’s all right.” 

I drew a long breath. 

"My word, Poirot, it’s good to have a dog again." 

"The spoils of war,” said Poirot. “But I would remind 
you, my friend, that it was to me that Miss Lawson pre- 
sented Bob, not to you." 

."Possibly,” I said. “But you’re not really any good 
with a dog, Poirot. You don’t understand dog psycho-, 
logy ! Now Bob and I understand each other perfectlv. 
don’t we?” 

"Wuff,” said Bob in energetic assent. 





Very few detective stories bajjie me 
noivadays, but Mr. Carrs always do, ” 
, says Agatha .Christie 


JOHN PICKSON CilRR’S 

The Black Spectacles 

Challengdd for maintaining that most people are incapable 
of describing accurately what they see, Martin Chesney 
stages. a test show, which is recorded by cine-camera; 
but when it ends he lies dead. Of three persons who 
saw. hini miirdered, not one can tell what has actually 
happened — or who is the man in black spectacles, 
Dr. Fell, summoned to investigate this climax to a series 
of poisonings, is only just in time to discover how the 
murderer could be in two places simultaneously. (i/6) 


To Wal<e the Dead 

standing hungrily in Piccadilly one snowy morning 
.vithout a penny, Christopher Kent catches, a numbered 
:ard floating do%vn from an hotel. He enters, gives a 
waiter ' that room number and has breakfast.. An 
unlucky chance coiripels him to go up to the room. On 
the door-handle hangs a card on which is scrawled 
' Dead Woman. ” The murder mystery, thus .begun, 
taxes the brains of the police, and it is only wth Dr. Fell’s 
help that the intricate problem is solved. • fi/g) 
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Murder in a Hall of Armour 

CARTER DICKSON’S 

The Bowstring Murders 

“ Carter Dickson ” is a pseudonym of John Dickson Carr 
(two of wliose detective-stories are listed on the prc\’ious 
page). This novel tells the thrilling story of murders in 
a strange English castle in which is a vast, dark hall filled 
with medieval arms and armour. The eccentric Lord 
Ra 3 de is found dead beneath the figure of a gigantic wtm- 
horsc. The plot is constructed with great ingenuit}'. (i;6) 


Brilliant Tale of a Murderess 

SHELLEY SMITH’S 

Come and Be Killed 

Florence Brown, a neurotic spinster, rans ar-ay fir— a 
nursing-home and is befriended by a p'arar. syraraiaerir 
woman called iifrs. Jolly. Xothisy rrrr? is asara' rf aar. 
Her actress-sister, Piioebe,reporrs FIcrs~ rr s disayysararre 
to the police and then starts sieaaaiar asrssif- A rrrora: 
in a London junk-shop, a traaec-ia car ara a ricssa 
savings accoimt in tivexpcc;. ana canar naacs rnr aar na aa- 
track of a murderess. Ana £n:a ana ~ay aaiar ariacc; 
sets in Cornwall walks a rlanrn- kinaZy ~annan nanca 
Miss Lowell. 
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■By a Great Continental No^^elist 
GEORGES SIMENON 


Maigret to the Rescue 

Simenon’s reputation in Britain is rapidly growing. He'r 
unsurpassed in his power of creating the atmosphere d 
crime. In this book we see his famous detective tackling 
hvo cases. The scene of the first is a Flemish shop by thi 
side- of tiie River Meuse on the frontier of France and Bel 
gium. Anna Peeters has begged Inspector Maigret tc 
come from Paris and prevent the local police from arrestihj 
herself and her family on suspicion of being concemec 
with the disappearance of a girl by whom her brothe; 
Joseph has had a child. Maigret probes the past of th( 
characters, gradually comes to realise the remarkabh 
truth, and makes a difficult decision. 

The second case concerns a group of gangsters whosi 
ringleader, the day before his execution, tells Maigret of ai 
accomplice who could throw light on an unsoh^ed crime anc 
advises him to go to a little drinking-garden by the Rivei 
Seine, Here Maigret joins some rowdy revellers in i 
party which ends_ abruptly with a murder. Maigret find: 
himself involved in queer happenings j love,, passion ahc 
blackmail are the motives in the complicated plot thai 
he at last lays bare. 

Simenon, Belgian by birth, wrote hundreds of stone; 
under sixteen pseudonyms before he was thirty. On th( 
Continent his output and his enormous success have wor 
him a, reputation rather like that of Edgar Wallace ir 
England; and his amazing narrative skill and insight intc 
character have led some critics to count him among the 
mpst brilliant contemporary novelists. Besides the Maigrel 
series of detective stories he has produced numerous novel; 
about criminals such as The Man Who Watched the Traini 
Go By. (x/6; 




